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ACTVS PRIMVS. 


Enter the Ghoaſt of Andrea, and with hum 


Reucnge. | 


Ghoaſt. 
7} Hen this eternall ſubſtance of my ſoule, 
Vid lime imprifondin my u anton fleſh: 
Echin their ſunctioo ſeruing others nerd, 
| I wasa Courtier in the Spaniſh Court. 
My name was Dun Andrea, my diſcent 
Though not ignoble,yctinteriour far 
To gratious fortunes ofmy tender youth; 
For there in prime and 4 of all my yeercs, . 
By duteous ſeruice and deſeruing loue. a wo 
In ſecret] polleſta worthy dame, 
Which hight ſweet Bel. 1mpers: by name. 
But in the hatueſt of my ſommer ioyes, 
Dcaths winter nipt the bloſſomes of my bliſſe. 
Forcing diuorce betwixt my loue and me. 
For in the lite conflict with Portingale, 
My valour drew me into dangers mouth, 
Tüll life to death made paſlige through my wounds, 
When | wasflaine, my ſoule deſcended ſtraighit, * 
To paſſe the flowing ſtreame of Acheron : * 
But churliſh Charon only boatman there; J 
Said that my rites ot buriallnot performde, 
Imight not fir amongſt his paſlengers. 
Fre Sol had ſlept three nights in T betis lap, 
And ſlakte his ſmoaking Charriot in herfloud: 
By Don Horatio our knight Marſhals ſonne, 
My funcralsand oblequies were done. 
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T heSpaniſh Trageldie. 
Then wasthe Feriman of hell content, 
To paſſe me ouer to the ſlimie ſtrond, 
That leades to fell Auernus ougly waves? 
There pleaſing Cerberus with honied ſpecch, 
Ipaſt the perils of the formoſt porch, 
Not farre from hence amidſt ten thouſand ſoules, 
Sate Minos, Facus, and Rhadamamt, 
To home no ſooner gan I make approch, 
To craue a paſport formy wandring Ghoſt: 
But Minos ingrauen leaues of Lotterie, 
Drew forth the manner of m y lite and death, 
This knight (quoth he) both liuꝰd and died in loue: 
And for his loue tried fortune of the warres, 
And by warres fortune loſt both loue and lift. 
Why then ſaid Eacus, conuay him hence, 
To walke with louers in our fields of loue: 
And ſpend the courſe of everlaſting time, 
Vnder greene mirtle trees and Cipreſle ſhades, 
No. no laid Rbadamant,it were not well, 
Wich louing ſoules to placea Martialiſt, 
He died in warre, and muſt to martiall fields: 
Where wounded Hector liues in laſting paine, 
And Achilles mermedons do fcoure the plaine. 
Then Miro mildeſt cenſor of the three, 
Made this deuice to end the difference. 
Send him (quot iche) to our infernall King: 
To dome himas beſt ſeemes his Maieſtie: | 
To this effect my paſport ſtraightwas drawne. 
In keeping on my way to Plutos Court, 
Through dreadtull ſhades of euer glooming night: 
I ſaw mote ſiglits then thouſand tongues can tell, 
Or pennes can write, ot mortall harts canthink. 
Three waies there were, that on the right hand ſide, 
Was ready way vnto the fore ſaid fields, 
here louets ſiue, and bloudie Martialiſts, 
Bat either ſort containd within his bounds, 
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T he Spaniſh Tragedie.” 
Wege, dept 1 
Where bloudic furies ſhakes their whipsofteele, 


And poore / xion turnes an endles wheele... 
Where Vſurets are choakt with melting golde, | 
And wantons are imbraſte with ouglyfnakes: ” 
And murderers grone with neuerkilling wounds, 
And periurde wights ſcalded in boylinglead, 
And all ſoule ſinnes with torments ouerwhelmd, 
Twixttheſe two waies, I trod the middle path, 
Which brought me tothe faire Elizian greene. 
In mid(t whereof there ſtandes a ſtately Towre, 
The walles of braſſe, the gates of Adamant. 
Heere finding Pluto with his Proſerpine, 
I ihewed my paſport humbled on my knee. 
Whereat faire Proſerpine began to ſmile, 
And begd that onely the might giue my doome. 
Pluto was pleaſd and ſealde it with a kiſle. 
Forthwith ( Acuenge )ſhie rounded thee in teare, - 
And bad thee lead me through the gates of Hor: 
Where dreames haue 4 the ſilent night. 
2 i 


No ſooner had ſhe ſpo but we were heere, 
I wot not how, in twinkling ofan eye. 
Reuenge. | 


Hen know Andrea that thou art ariu'd, 

Where thou ſhalt ſee the author of th death: 
Don Balthazar the Prince of Portingale. 

Depriu'd of life by Bel. imperia: 
Heere ſit we downe to ſee the miſterie, 
And ſerue for Chorus in this tragedie. 

Enter Spaniſh Kmg,Generall,Caſtile, Hicronimo. 

King, | 

Ow ſay L. Generall, how fares our Campe 
1 NGen. All wel my ſoueraigne Liege, except ſome few, 
That are deceaſt by fortune otthe warre, 

King, But what portends thy cheerefull countenance 
And poſting to our preſence thus in haſt? | 
Speak man, hath fortune giuen vs victorie: 
Nas A 3 


gen. 
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= Victorie my Liege, and that with little loſſe. 
15 V 4 


Our Portingals will pay vs tribute then. by 

Gen. Tribute and wonted homagetherewithall, +2777, 
King. Then bleſt be heauen, and guider of the heauens, 

From whole faire influence ſucli iuſtice lowes, a 
Caſt. O multum dilecte Deo, tibi mulutat æt her, 

Et coniuratæ curilato poplito gente: 

Succumbunt recti ſoror eſt victoria iurit. 
King. Thanks to my louing brother of Caſtile. 

But Generall, vnfolde in breete diſcourſe, 

Your forme of battell and your warres ſucceſſe. 

That addingall theplcaſure ot thy newes, 

Vato the height of former happines, 

With deeper wageand greater dignitie, 

We may reward thy blisfull chmalric. 
Gen. WhereSpaineand Portingale do ioyntly knit 

Their frontiers, leaning on each others bound: 

There met our armies in their proud aray, 

Both furniſht well, both full of hope and feare: 

Both menacing alike with daring ſhowes, 

Both vaunting ſundry colours of deuice, | 

Both cheerly ſounding trumpets, drums and fifes, 

Both raiſing dreadfull clamors tothe skie, 

That valleis, nils, and riuers made rebound, 

And heauen it ſelfe was frighted withthe ſound. 

Our battels both werepitcht in quadron forme, 

Each corner {trongly fenſt with wiags of ſhor, 

But ere we ioynd and came to puth of Pike, 

I brought a {quadron of our readieſt thot, 

From out our rearward to begin the fight, 

They broughtanother v ing to incounter vs: 

Meane while out ordinance plaid on either (ide, 

Aud Captaines ſtroue to haue their valours tride. 

Don Pedro their chicfe horſe meus Corlonell: 

Did with his Cornet brauely make attempt, 

To break theorder ofour batteli rankes. | 

But Dan Rogero worthy man of Warte, 


Marcht 


Marcht forthagainſt his 
And ſtopt the thallice! 


- While they maintaine hot sx 


irmiſh tooandfro, ' 
Both battailes ioyne and fall to handiceblowes,” - / 
Their violent ſhot reſembling thoceans rage, 
When roating low d and witha ſwelling tide, 
It beats vponthe rampiets of huge rocks, 
And gapes to (wallowneighbour bounding lands. 
Now 4 Bellona ra geth heere and there, - 
Thick ſtormes of bullets ran like winters haile, 

And ſhiuered Launces darke the troubled aire, 

Pede pes & cuſpide cuſpis, | 
Anni ſonant annis vir petiturque uiro. 

On cuery ſide drop Captaines to the ground. 

And Soul diers ſome iſſ maimde, ſome ſlaine outright: 
Heere falles a body ſciudred from his head, 
There legs andames lye bleeding on the graſſe, 
Mingled with weapons und vnboweld ſteeds: 

That ſcattering ouet ſpread the purple plaine. 

Ia ul this turmoyle three long hovres and more, 

Ihe victory to neither part incelmde, 

Till Don Andrea with his braue Launciers, 

I 1 their maine battell made ſo great a breach. 

That halte diſmaid, the multitude retirde: 

But Hut har ar the Portingales young Prince, 
Prought reſcue and encouragde them to ſlay : 
Heere- hence the fight was eagerly renewd, 

And in that confſict was Andrea ſlaine. 

Braue man at armes, but weake to Balthazar, 

Yet whilethe Prince iuiſult ing ouer him, 

Breathd out proud vaunts, ſounding to our reproch, 
Friendilup au d hardie valour ioynd in one, 

Prickt forth Horatio our Knight Marſhals ſonne, 
Toclallenge forth that Prince in ſingle f ght: 

Not long betweenetheſe twaine the fght indurde, 
But ſtraight the Prince was beaten from his hole, 
Andtorcſttoyeeld him priſoner to his foe? 
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When he was taken, all the reſt they fled, 
And our Carbines purſned them to the death, 
Till Phæbus wauing to the weſtern deepe, 
Our Trumpeters were chargde to ſound retreat. 
King. Thanks good L. Generall for theſe good newes, 
And for ſome argument of more to come, 
Take this and weare it for thy ſoueraignes ſake. 
Giue him his chaine, 

But tell me now, baſt thou conficmd a peace? 

Gen. No peace my Liege, but peace conditionall, 
That if wich homage tribute be well paid, 
The fury of your forces wilbe ſtaide. 
And to this peace their Viceroy hath ſubſcribde. 

| Giue the K a paper, 

And made a ſolemne vow that during life, 
His tribute ſhalbe truely paid to Spaine. 

King. Theſe words, theſe deeds, become thy perſon wel, 
But now Knight Marſhall frohke with thy King, 
For tis thy Sonne that winnes this battels prize. 

Hiro. Long may he liue to ſerue my ſoueraigne liege, 
And ſoone decay vnleſſe he ſerue my liege. 

A tucket a farce off. 

King. Nor thou nor he ſhall dye without reward, 
What meanes this watning of this trumpets ſound? 

Gen. This tels me that your graces men of warre, 
Such as warresfortune hath reſeru'd from death, 


' Come marching on towards your royall ſeate, 


To ſhow themſelues before your Maieſtie, 
For ſol gaue in charge at my depart. 
Whereby by demonſtration ſhall appeare, 

I hat all( except three hundredor tewmore) 
Are ſaſe returnd and by their foes inticht. 


The Armie enters, Balthazar betweene Lorenz 
and Horatio captiue. 
King, A gladſome ſight, I long to ſee them heere. 
They enter and paſſe by. 


by, 
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Wasthatthe warlike Prince of Portingale, 
That by our Nephew was in triumphledꝰ 

Gen. It was my Liege, the Prince of Na 

King. But what was he that on the other ſide, 
Held him by th arme 9 of the prize? 

Here. That was my ſonne my gratious ſoueraigne, 
Ofwhome, though from his tender infancie, 


= 


My louing thoughts did neuer hope but well 
He neuer pleaſd his fathers eyes till now, 
Nor fiid my hart with ouercloying ioyes. 
Kmg.Goelet them marchonce moreabouttheſe walles, 
That ſtaying them we my conferre andrtalke, , 
Withour braue priſoner and his double guard. 
Hieronimo, it greatly pleaſethvs, 
That in our victorie thou haue a ſhare, 
By vertue ofthy worthy fonnes exploit. 
Enter againe. 
Bring hether the young Prince of Portingale, 
The reſt martchon,but etre they be diſmilt, 
We will beſtow on cutry ſouldier two duckets, 
And on euery leader ten, that they may know 
Ourlargeſle welcomes them. 
Excunt all but Bal. Lor. Flor. 
Welcome Don Bat hatar, welcome Nephew, 
And thou Horatio thou art welcome too: 
Young Prince, although thy fathers hard miſdeedes, 
In keeping backe the tribute that he owes, 
Deſerue but euill meaſure at out hands: 
Yet ſhalt thou know that Spaine is honorable, 

Balt. The treſpaſſe that my Father made in peace, 
Is now controlde by fortune of the warres : 
And cards once dealt, it bootes not aske why fo, 
His men are ſlaine, a weakening to his Realme, 
His colours ceaz'd, a blot vnto his name, 
His Sonne diſtreſt, a corſiue to his hart, 


Theſe puniſhments may cleare his late offeace. 
King. I Balthazar, if he obſerue this truce, 
B Os 
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Our peace will grow the ſtronger for theſe warres ; 
Meane while liue thou thoughnot in libertie, 
Vet free from bearing any ſeruile yoake. 
For in our hearing thy deſerts were great, 
And in our fight thy ſelfe art gratious. 
Balt. And ] ſhall ſtudie to deſerue this grace. 
King, But tell me, for their holding makes me doubt, 
To whuch of theſe twaine art thoupriſoner. 
Lor, To memy Liege. 
Hor. To me my Soueraigne. 
Lor, This hand firſt tooke his courſer by the raines. 
Hor. But firſt my launce did put him from his horſe. 
Lor. I ceaz*dhis weapon and enioyde it firſt, 
Hor. But firſt I forc'd him lay his weapons downe, 
Amp, Let goe his arme vpon our priuiledge. 
Let him goe. 
Say worthy Prince, to whether didſt thou yeeld? 
Balr, To him in curteſie, to thisperforce: 
He ſpake me faire, this other gaue me ſtrokes: 
e promiſde life, this other threatned death: 
He wan my loue, this pant” 6 me: 
And truth to ſay I yeeld my ſelfe to both. 
Hiere. But that I knaw your grace for iuſt and wiſe, 
And might ſeeme partiall inthis difference, 
lnforct by nature and by law ofarmes, 
My tongue ſhould plead for young Horatios right. A 
He hunted well that was a Lyons death, F 
Not he that ina garment wore his skin: B 
So Hares may pull dead Lyons by the beard. 1 
King. Content thee Marthall thou ſhalt haue no wrong, Y 
And for thy fake thy Sonne ſhall want no right, A 
ill both abide the cenſure of my doome? 
Lor. I crane no better then your grace awards. I, 
Her Nor l, although I ſit beſide my right. 8. 
King, Then by my iudgement thus your ſtrite ſhall end, EE 
You both de ſerue and both ſhall haue reward. 
Nephew, thoutooklt his weapon and las horſe, 
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His weapons and his horſearethy reward. 
Horatio thou didſt force him firſt to yeeld, 

His ranſome therefore is thy valours fee: 
Appoint the ſum as you ſhall both agree. 

But Nephew thou thalt haue the Prince in guard, 
For thine eſtate beſt fitteth ſucha gueſt. 

Horatios houſe were ſmall for all his traine, 

Vet in tegarde thy ſubſtance paſſeth his, 

And that iuſt guerdon may befall deſert. 

To him we yeeld the armour ofthe Prince. 

How likes Don Balthazar of this deuice? 

Bale, Right well my Licge,ifthisprouizo were, 
That Don Horatio beare vs company, 
WhomeTadmireandlouetfor chiualrie. 

King. Horatio leaue him not that loues thee fo, 
Now let ys hence to ſee our ſouldiers paide, 

And feaſt our priſoner as our friendly gueſt. 
Exeunt. 
Enter V ceroy, Alexandro,Uulluppo, 

Vice. Is our embaſſadour diſpatcht for Spaine? 

Alex. Two daies (my Liege) are paſt ſince his depart, 

Vice. And tribute paiment gone along with him? 

Alex. Imy good Lord. 

Vice. Then reſt we heere a while in our ynreſt. 
And feed our forrowes with ſome in ward fighes, 
For deepeſt cares break neuer into teares. 

But wherefore ſit Iina Regall throne, 
This better fits a wretches endles moane. 
ng, Yet this is higher then my fortuues reach, 
And therefore better then my ſtate deſerues. 
FLalles to the ground. 
I. I. this earth, Image of mellancholly, 
Seeks him whome fates adiudge to miſerie: 
nd, Hecrelet me lye, now am I at che lo weſt. 
Qui iacet in terra non habet vnde cadat, 
In me conſumpſit vires fortuna noc cndo, 


Nu ſrpereſt vt iam poſiit obeſe Mags. 
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Ves, Fortune may bereaue me of my Crowne : 

Heere take it now, let Fortune doe her worſt, 

She will not rob me of this ſable weed, 

O no, ſhe enuies none but pleaſant things, 

Such is the folly of diſpightfull chance: 

Fortune is blinde and ſees not my deſerts, 

So is ſhe deafe and heares not my laments: 

And could ſhe heare, yet is ſhewilfull mad, 
And therefore will not pittie my diſtreſſe. 

Suppoſe that ſhe could pittie me what then? 

What helpe can be expectedat her hands? 

Whole foot ſtanding ona rowling ſtone, 

And minde more mutable then fickle windes. 

Why waile I then wheres hope of no redreſle? 

O yes, complaining makes my greefe ſeeme leſſe. 

Ny late ambition hath diſtaind my faith, 92 

My breach ot faith occaſiond bloudie warres, 

I hole bloudie warres haue ſpent my treaſure, 

And with my treaſure my peoples blood. 

And with theix blood, my wy and bell beloued. 

My beſt beloued, my {weet and onely Sonne. 

O wherefore went I not to warremy ſelſe? 

The cauſe was mine] might haue dic! for both: 

My yeeres were mellow, his but young and greene, 

My death were naturall, but his was forced. 


Alex. No doubt my Liege but ſtill the Prince ſuruiues. 


Dice. Suruiues, I where? 

Alex. In Spaine, a priſoner by miſchance of warre. 
Vice. Then they haue ſlaine lum for his fathers fault. 
Alex. That were a breachto common law ofarmes. 
Vice, They recke no lawes that meditate reuenge. 
Alex, His ranſomes worth will ſtay from foule reue 


Dice. Noat heliuedthe newes would ſoone be heere, 


Alex, Nay euillnewes ſlie taſter ſlill than good. 

V.ce, Tell meno more of rewes,tor he isdead. 

u. My ſoueraięn pardonthe Author of ill newes, 
Andlle bewray the fortuue of thy Sonne. 
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Vice, Sp eake on, Ile 1 2 itbe, - . 
Mine care is ready to receiue illne wess 85 
My hart growne hard gainſt miſchiefes battery, 

Stand vpl ſay and tell thy tale at large. (ſeene. 
Vallup. Then heare that truth which theſe mine eies haue 
When both the armies were in battell ioynd, 87 

Don Balthazar amidſt the thickeſt troupes, 
To winnerenowne,did wondrous feats ofarmes: 
Amongſt the reſt I ſaw him handto hand 
In finglefight with their Lord Generall, 
Till Alexardvo that heere counterfeits, 
Vnder tlie colour ofa duteous freend, 
Diſcharged his Piſtoll at the Princes back, 
As though he would haue ſlaine their Generall. 
But therwithall Don Balthazar fell downer 
And when he fell then webegan to flie, 
But had heliued the day had lure bene ours. 
Alex, O wicked forgerie : O traiterous miſcreant. 
Vice, Holde thou thy peace, but now Vlluppo lay, 
Where then became the carkaſſe of my Sonne: 
Villup. Iſaw them drag it to the Spaniſh tents. 
Vice. I. I, my nightly dreames haue tolde me this: 
Thou falſe, vnkinde, vnthankfull traiterous beaſt, 
Whet ein had Balthazar offended thee, 
That thou ſhouldſt thus betray him to our foes? 
Walt Spaniſh golde that bleared ſo thine eyes, 
That thou couldſt ſee no part of our deſerts? 
Perchance becauſe thouart T erſeraes Lord, 
Thou hadſt ſome hope to weare this Diadome, 
If firſt my Sonne and then my ſelfe wereſlaine : 
But thy ambitious thou heſhal breake thy neck. 
I, tlus was it that made — ſpill his bloud, a 
| Take the crowne and put it on againe. 
But Ile now weare it till thy bloud be ſpilt. 
Alex. Vouchſafe( dread S-ueraigne to heare me ſpeak. 
Vice. Away with bim, his ſight is ſecond hell, 
Keepe him till we determine of his death, | 
B 3 | If 
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If Balthazar be dead, he ſhall not liue. 
Villuppo follow vs for thy reward. Exit Vire. 
Ulup. Thus haue Iwith an enuious forged tale, 

Deceiued the King, betraid mine enemy, 
And hope for guerdon ot my villany. Exit. 


Enter Horatio and Bel- imperia. 

Bel. Signior Horatio, this is the place and houre, 
herein f muſt intreat thee to relate, 
The circumſtance of Don Andreas death: 
Who liuing was my garlands ſweeteſt flower, 
And in his death hath buried my delights. 

Hor. For loue of him and ſeruice to your ſelfe, 
Inill refuſe this heauy dolefull charge. 
Yet teares and ſighes, I feare will hinder me. 
When both our Armies were enioynd in fight. 
Your worthie chiualier amidſt the thikſt, 4 
For glorious cauſe (till aiming at the faireſt, 
Was at the laſt by yong Don Balthazar, | 
Encountred hand to hand: their fight was Jong, 
Their harts were great,their clamours menacing, 
Their ſtrength 3 ſtrokes both dangerous. 
But wrathfull Nemeſis that wicked power, 
Enuying at Andreas praiſe and worth, 
Cut ſhort his life to end his praiſe and woorth. 
She, ſhe her ſelfe dilguiſde in armours maske, 
(As Pallzs was befote proud Pergamus:) 
Brovght in a freth ſupply of Halberdiers, 
Which pauncht his horſe and dingd him to the ground, 
Then yong Don Balthazar with ruthles rage, 
Taking aduaatage of his foes diſtreſſe. 
Did finiſh what his Halberdiers begun, 
And left not till Andreas life was done. 
Thien though too late incenſt withiuitremorce, 
I with my bind ſet foorthagainſt the Prince, 
And brought him priſoner from his Huberdiers. 

Bel. Would tou ludſtſlune him that fo flew my * 

ut 


But then was Don Andreas n 


Hor. No, that was it for which I cheefely ſtrous, 
Nor ſtept I back till I reconerd him: | 
I tooke him vp and wound him in mine armes. 
And welding him vnto my priuate tent. | 
There laid him downe anddewd him with my teares, 
And ſighed and ſorrowedasbecameafreend, 
Bur neither freendly ſorrow, ſighes nor teaxes, 
Could win pale death from his vſurped right. 
Yet this I did. and leſſe Tcould not doe: 
I ſaw him honoured with due funerall, 
This ſcarfe I pluckt from off his liueles arme, 
And wearcit in remembrance of my freend. 
Bel. 1know the ſcarfe, would he had kept it ful, 
For had he liued he would haue kept it ſtill, 
And worne it for his Bel-tmperias lake: | 
For twas my fauour at his laſt depart. 
Butnow weare thou it both for himandme, 
For after him thou haſt deſerue dit beſt. 
But for thy kindnes in his life and death, 
Be ſurꝭ while Bel. imperias life endures, 
She will be Don Horatios thankfull freend. 
Hor. And( Madame) Den Horatio will not ſlacke, 
Humbly to ſerue faire Behimperia, 
Zut now ifyour good liking ſtand thereto, 
Ile craue your pardon to goe ſeeke the Prince, 
For ſo the Duke your father gaue many 
t. 
Bel. I, goe Horatio, leaue me heere alone, 
For ſollitude beſt fits my cheereles mood: 
Yet what auailes to walle Andreas death, 
From whence Horatio proues my ſecond loue: 
Had he not loued Andres as he did, 
He could not fit in BeL enperias thoughts, 
But how can loue finde harbour in my breſt, 
Tilll revenge the death ofmy beloued. 
Les, ſecond loue ſhall further my revenge. 
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The Spaniſh tragedie. 
Ileloue Horatio my Andrea:freend, 
The more to ſpight the Prince that wrought his end. 
And where Don Balthazar that ſlew my loue, 
Himſlelte now pleades for fauourat my hands, 
He ſhall in rigour of my iuſt diſdaine, 
Reapelong 1 for his murderous deed: 


For what waſt els but murderous cowardilc, 


So many to oppreſſe one valiant knight, 
Without reſpect of honout in the fight? 
And heere he comes that murdred my delight. 
Enter Lorenzo and Balthazar, 
Lox. Siſter, what meanes this melanchollie walke? 
Bel. That for a while I with no company. 
Lor. But heerethe Prince is come to viſite you, 
Bel. That argues that he liues in libertie. 
Val. No Madame, but in pleaſing ſeruitude. 
Bel. Vour priſon then belike is your conceit. 
Bal. I by conceit my freedome is enthralde, 
Bel. Then with conceite enlarge your ſelfe again 
Bal. What if conceite hauelaidi my hart to gage? 
Bel Pay that you borrowedand recouer 1t, 
Bal. ! tie if itreturnefrom whenceitlyes, 
Bel, A hartles man and liue? A miracle. 
Bal. I Lady, loue can worke ſuch miracles. 
Lor. Tuſh,tuth my Lord, let goe theſe ambages, 
And in plaine tearmes acquain 8 with your loue. 


Bel. What boo tes complaint, when thers no remedy? | 


Bal. Ves, to your gratious ſelfe mult I complaine, 
In whole faire anſwere lyes my remedy, 
On whoſe perfection all my thoughts attend, 
On whole aſpect mine eyes finde beauties bowre, 
In whole tranflucentbreſt my hart is lodgde. 

Bel. Alas my Lord theſe are hut words of courſe, 
Aud but deuile to driue me from this place. 

She in going in lit fall her Gloue, n bich Horatio 
COMM ug out talęs vp. 
Hor. Madame, your Gloue. 
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T he Span rage i 
Bel. Thanks good Horatio take it for thy paines 
Bal Signior Horatio ſtoopt inhappietime 
Hor. I reapt more grace then I deſeru'dor hop'd. 
Lor. My Lord, be not diſmaid for what is p 

You know that women oft are humerous: 

Theſe clouds will ouerblow with little winde. 

Let me alone, lle ſcatter them my ſelfe: * 

Meane while let vs deuiſe to ſpend the time, 

In ſome delightfull ſports and reuelling. : 

Hor. The King my Lords is comming hither ſtraight, 

To feaſt the Portingall Embaſſadour, 

Things were inreadines before I came, 

Bal. Then heere it fits vs toattend the King, 

To welcome hither our Embaſſadour, 

And learne my Father and my Countries health, 


Enter the banquet, Trumpets, the King and Embeſſadorr. 
King. See Lord Einball dor how Spine intreats 
Their priſoner Balthæxar, thy Viceroyes Sonne: 
We pleaſure more in kindenes then in warres. 
Embaſſ. Sad is our King, and Portingale laments, 
Suppoſing that Don Balthazar is ſlaine. 
Bal, So am | ſlaine by beauties tirannie, 
You ſee my Lord how Balthatar is ſlaĩne. 
Ifrolike withthe Duke of Caſtilis Sonne, 
W'irapt euery houre in pleaſures of the Court, 
And graſte with fauours of his Maieſtie. 
King. Put off your greetings till our feaſt be done, 
Now come and ſit with vs and taſte our cheere. 
20 Sit to the b f 
Sit downe young Prince, you are our ſecond gueſt: 


Brother ſit downe,and Nephew take your place, 
Signior Horutio waite thou vpon our cup, 

For well thou haſt deſerued to be honored. 
Now Lordings fall too, Spaine is Portugall, 

And Portugall is * both are freends, 


Tribute is paid. a 


we enioy our right, 
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T be Spaniſh Tragedie. 
But where is olde Hicrommo our Marſhall, 
He pcomiſed vs in honor of our gueſt, 


To grace our banquet with ſome pompous ieſt. 


Enter Hieronimo witha Drum, three — each his Scut/ 
chin, then he fetches three Kings, they take their 
Crownes and them captiue. 
Hieronimo, this maske contents mine eie, 
Although I ſound not well the miſterie. 
Hero, The ſirſt arm'd Knight that hung his Scutchin vp, 
He takes the Scutchin and giues it to the King. 
Was Engliſh Robert Earle of Gloceſter, 
Who ha king Stephen bore ſway in Albion, 
Arriued with fiue and twenty thouſand men, 
In Portingale,and by ſucceſſe of warre, 
Enforced the King then but a Saraſin, 
To beare theyoake of the Engliſh Monarchie. 
King. My Lord of Portingale, by this you ſee, 
That which may comfort both your King and you, 
And make your late diſcomfort ſeeme the leſſe. 
But ſay Hieronimo, what was the next? E 
Fiero, The ſecond Knight that hung his Scutchin vp, 
He doth as he did before. 
Was Edmond Earle Kent in Albion, 
When Eneliſh Richard wore the Diadem. 
He came like wiſe and razed Lisbon walles, 
And tooke the King of Portingale in fight: 
For which, and other ſuchlike ſeruice done, 
He after wascreated Duke of Yorke, 
King. This is another ſpeciall argument, 
That Portingale may daine to beare our yoake, 
When it by little England hath beene yoakt: 
But now HFlieronimo what were the laſt? 
Hiero. The third and laſt not leaſt in our account, 
Dooingas before. 
Was as the reſta valiant Engliſhman, 
Braue Job / of aunt the Duke of Lancaſter. 
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Their loue to mortall hate, their day to night, 


T be Spaniſh tragtdie. 


Asby S 
He witha puiſſantarmie came to 


Spaine, 
And tooke our King of 3 
Embaſſ. This is an r our * 
That Spaine may not i — 
Since — warriours like wiſe co 
And mad e them bow their knees to e 
King. Hieronimo, I dtinke to thee for this deuiſe. 
Which hath pleaſde both the Embaſſador and me: 
Pledge me Hieronomo, if thou loue the King, 
Takes the Cup of Horatio, 
My Lord., I feare we ſit but ouer· long. 
Valeſſe ourdainties were more delicate. 
But welcome are you to the beſt we haue. 
Now let vs in that you may be diſpatcht, 
I think our councell is already ſer, 


| Andrea. 
Come we for this from depth of vnder ground, 
To ſee him feaſt that gaue me my deaths wound? 
Theſe pleaſant ſights are ſorro w to my ſoule, 
Nothing but league, and 2 banqueting? 


Be ſtill Andrea ere we goe — 1 hence, 
Ile turne their freendſhip i into fell deſpight, 


Exeumt omnes. 


Their hope into diſpaire. their peace to warre, 
Their ioyes to paine, their bliſſe to miſerie. 


Actus Secundus. 


Enter Lorenzo and Balthazar. 


Lorenzo, 
MI * Bel-imperiaſceme thus coy, 


Let reaſon hol * in * wonted ioy: 
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T be Spaniſh Trapedie: 
In time the ſa Bull fu bunes che; yoake, 
In time all haggard Hawkes will ſtoope to Jure, 
In time {mall wedges cleaue the hardeſt Oake, 
In time the flint is pearſt with ſofteſt ſhower, 
And ſhe in time vill fall from her diſdaine, 
} And rue the ſufferance of your freendly paine. 
Bal. No,ſhe is wilder and more hard withal!, 
Then beaſt, or bird. or tree, or ſtony wall. 
| Butwheretore blot I Bel-imperzasname? 
It is my fault, not ſhe that merites blame. 
My feature is not to content her fight, 
My wodres are rude and worke her no delight. 
The lines I ſend her are but harſn and ill, 
Suchas doe drop from Pan and — 7 quill. 
My preſents are not of ſufficient coſt, 
And being worthles all my labours loſt. 
VLet might ſhe loue me for my valiancie, 
I but thats ſlaundred by captiuitie. 
Let miqht ſhe loue me to content her fire: + 
I but her reaſon maſters his deſire. | 
LE Let might ſhe loue me as her brothers freend, 
I. but her hopes aime at ſome other end, 
Yet might ſhe loue me to vpreare her ſtate, 
I. but perhaps the hopes ſome nobler mate. 
Vet might ſhe loue me as her beauteous thrall, 
I, but 1 teare ſhe cannot loueat all. 5 
Lor. My Lord, for my ſake leaue theſe extaſies, 
And doubt not but weele finde ſome remedie. 
Some cauſe there is that lets you not be loued: 
Firſt that muſt needs be knowne and then remoued. 
What if my Siſter loue ſome other Knight? 
Bali. My ſommers day will turne to winters night. 
Lor. I haue already founda ſtratageme, 
To {ound the bottome of this doubttull theame 
My Lord, for once you ſhall be rulde by me, 
Hinder me not what ere you heare or ſee. 
By force or faire meanes will I caſt about, } 
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The | 
To finde the truth of all this qu 
Ho Pedringano, ; 
Ped. Signior. 
Lor. Vien que preſto. 5 
Enter Pedrs 


WE 
= 
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Ped. Hath your Lordſhipany ſeruice to command me? 


Lor. J Pedrimgano ſeruice of import: 
And not to ſpend the time in ms. — 
Thus ſtands the caſe; it is not knowſt,. 
Sincel did ſhield thee from my wrath, 

For thy conueiance in Andreas loue: 
For which thou wertadiudg'd to puniſhment, 
I ſtood betwixt theeandthypuniſhment : 
And ſince, thou knoweſt how I haue fauoured thee, 
Now to theſe fauours will l addereward, 
Not with faire woords,but ſtore of golden coyne, 
And lands and liuing ioynd e SOON 
If thou but ſatisſie my iuſt d 
Tell truthand haue me for ing freend. _ _. 

Ped."Xhat ere it be your Lordſhip ſhall demaund, 

My bounden duety bids me tell the truth, 

It caſe it lye in me to tell the truth. 

Lor, T hen Pedringano this is my demaund, 

Whome loues my ſiſter Bel-amperia? 

For the repoſeth all her truſt in thee: 

Speak man and gainebothfreendthip and reward, 

I meane, whome louesſheineAndreas place? 
Ped. Alas my Lord, ſince Don Andreas death, 

I haueno credit with her as before, 

And therefore know not ifſheloueor no. 

Lor. Nay if thou dally then Iam thy foe, 

And feare ſhall force what frendſtip cannot winne. 
Thy death ſhall bury what thy life conceales, 
Thou dyeſt for more eſteeming her then me. 

Ped. Oh ſtay my Lord. 

Lr. Let ſpeak the truthand Iwill guerdonthee, 
And ihield thee from what ener can enſue. 
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T be Spaniſh tragedie. 


And will conceale what ere proceeds from thee 
But if thou dally once againe, thou dieſt, 


Ped. If Madame Bel umperia be in loue. 
Lor. What villaine ifs and ands 
Ped. O ſtay my Lord, ſhe loues Horatio. 


Bakhszar ſtarts back. 


Lor. What Don Horatio our Knight Marſhals ſonne? 


Ped. Fuen him my Lord. 


4 


Lor. Now ſay, but how knoweſt thou he is her loue ? 


nd thou ſhalt finde me kinde and liberal! : 
Stand vp I ſay, and feareles tell the truth. | 


Ped. She lent him letters which my ſelfe peruſde, 


Full fraught withlines and arguments of loue, 
Preferring him before Prince Balthazar. 


Lor. Sweare on this croſſe, that what thouſaieſt is true, 


And that thou wilt conſeale what thou haſt tolde. 


Ped. Iſweare to both by him that made vs all. 
Lor. In hopethine oath is true, heeres thy reward, 


But if Iproue theeperiucdeand vniult, 
This very ſword whereon thou tookſt thine oath, 
Shall be the worker =_ tragedie. 


Ped, What I haue ſaide is true, and ſhall for me, 


Be ſtill conceald from Bel umperia. 
Beſides your Honors liberalitie, 
Deſerues my duteous ſeruice, euen till death. 


Lor. Let this be all that thou ſhalt doe for me, 


Be watchfull when, and where theſe louers meete, 
And giue me notice in ſome ſecret ſort. 


Ped. Iwill my Lord. 
Lor. Then (halt thou finde that I amliberall, 


Thou knowlt that Ican more aduaunce thy ſtate 3 
Then ſhe, be therefore wile and faile me not. 
Goe and attend her as thy cuſtome is, 


Leaſt abſence make her think thou dooſt amiſſc. 


Exit Pedringano. 


Why ſo: Tam armit quam ingenio : 
Where words *. not, violence prenailes, 


But 
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But golde doth more 
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likes Prince Ba/thazar this ſtratageme? 
Howlikes Prince | 
Bal. Both well and ill: it makes me glad and fad: 


The 


my loue, 
Sad, that I feare ſhe hates me whomeT loue. 
Glad, that I know on whom to be reueng d, 
Sad, that ſheele flie me if I take reuen | 
Vet muſt I take reuenge or dye my ſelfe, 
For loue reſiſted growes impatient. 
I think Horatio be my deſtinde plague, 
Firſt ia his hand he brandiſhed aſword, 
And with that ſwordhe fiercely waged warre, 
And in that warre he gaue me dangerous wounds, > 
Andby thoſe wounds he forced me to yeeld, 
And by my yeelding Ibecamehisſlaue. 
Now in his mouth he carries pleaſing words, 
Which pleaſing wordes doe harbour ſweet conceits, 
Which ſweet conceits are lim d with lic deceits, 
Which ſlie deceits ſmooth Pel-imperias cares, 
And through her eares diue downe into her hart, 
And in her hart ſet him where I ſhould ſtand, 
Thus hath he tane my body by his force, 
And now by ſleight would captiuate my ſoule: 
But in his fall ile tempt the deſtinies, 5 
And either looſe my life, or winne my loue. 

Lor. Lets goe my Lord. your ſtaying ſtaies reuenge, 
Doe you hut follow me and gaine your loue, 
Her tauour mult be wonne by his remooue, Exeunt. 


Enter Horatio and Bel. imperia. 


Hor. Now Madame, ſince by fauout ofyour loue, 
Our hidden ſmoke is turnd to open flame: 
And that with lookes and words we feed our though. 
T wo chiefe contents, where more cannot be had. 
Thus in the midſt of louesfaire blandiſhmefits, © 
Why ſhew you ſigne of inward langwſhments, | 
Pearingano 
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Wh The aged. 
Piecingano ſheweth all to the Prince and Loremo, 
placing them in ſecret. | 
Bel. My hart( ſweet freend) is like a ſhip at ſea, 


She viſhethport, where riding all at eaſe, 

She mad repaire what ſtormie times haue worne: 

And leaning on the ſhore may ſing th ioy, 

That pleaſure followes paine, and bliſſe annoy. 

Polſlels ion of thy loue is tonely port, 

Wherein my hart with feares and hopes long toſt, 

Each ho wre doth wiſh and long to make reſort, 

There to repaite the ioyes that it hathloſt: 

And ſitting ſafe to ſing in Cupids quire, 

That ſweeteſt bliſſe is crowne of loues deſire. 
Balthazar aboue, 
| $4]. O ſleepe mine eyes, ſee not my loue prophande, 

Be deafe my cares, heare not my diſcontent, 

Dye hart, another ioyes what thou deſerueſt. 

Lor. Watch ſtill mine eyes, to ſee this loue diſioynd, 
Heare ſtill mine eares, to heare them both lament, 
Liuc hart to ioy at fond Horatia fall. 

Bel. Why ſtands Horatio ſpeecheles all this while? 

For. The leſſe I ſpeak, the more I meditate. 

Bel. But whicreon dooſt thou chiefely meditate? 

Hor, On dangers paſt, and pleaſures to enſue. 

Bal. On pleafures paſt,and dangers to enſue. 

Bel. What dangers,and what ol 

Hur. Dangers of warre,and pleaſures ofour loue. 

Lor. Dangers of death, but pleaſures none at all. 

© Bel, Let dangers goe, thy warre ſhall be with me, 
But ſucha warxing. as breakes no bond of peace. | 
Speak thou faire words, ile croſſe them with faire words, 
Send thou ſweet looks, ilemeet them with ſweet looks, 
Witte louing lines, ile anſwere louing lines, 
Gme mea kille, ile counterchecke thy kiſle, 
Be this our warring peace, or peacefull warre. 

Hor. But gratious Madame, then appoint the field, 
Where triallof this warre ſhall ficſt be made, 


Bal. 


eſures dooſt thou meant 
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Dangerous ſuſpition waits on our delight, 


And were ſhe frow ard, which the will not be, 


Her dowry ſhall be large and liherall, 


lie grace her marriage with au vnck es gi . 


Bal. Ambitioueviliebodiat | 
el, Then be thy fathers pleaſane bower 


Where hiſt we — a mutuall —.— 1 M 
The Court were — erous, that place place is foe 

Our howre ſhalbe when /eſper ginnes to * 
That ſummons e nee trauellers. : 
'Therenoneſhall heare vs but the harmcles birds, 


Happelie the gentle Nightingale, 
Shall carrollvs a ſleepe cre we he ware. 


And ingiog with thepeickleatherbreaſt, 
Tell our delight and mirthfull dalliance. GH 
Till then each houre will ſerme a yeeroa — 
Hor. But honie — np 4 ron 
Returne we now into your fathers fight, | 


2 I, danger mixt with icalous de ite, SE 5 
Shall ſend thy ſoule into eternall night. Exe, 1 


Enter King of Spaine, Portingale Embaſſedour, 
Dog Ciprian,& cc. 
Ning. Brother of Caſtile, to the Princes loue: 
What ſaies your daughter Bel-amperea? 
Cip. Although ſhecoy it asbecomes her kinde, 
* et diſſenible that ſhe loues the Prince: 
doubt not I, but ſtie will ſtoope in time. 


Vet hoerein ſhall the follow my 10 
Which is to loue him or torgoe my loue. 
King, Then Lotd Embaſladour of Portingale, 
Ade thy King to make this marriage vp. 
For ſtrengthening of our late confirmed league, 
I know no better meanes to make vs fre en 


Beſides that, ſlie is dau? liter and halfe heire, 
Vato out brotlierheere Don iii n, 
And ſhall euioy the moitie of his land... 


D Wo us 
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T be Spaniſh Tragedie. 
And this it is, in caſe the — forward, 
Ihe tribute which you pay ſhalbe releaſt, 
And ifby Balthazar ſhe haue a Sonne, 


He ſhall enioy the kingdomeafter vs. 
Embaſ. Ile make the motion to my ſoueraigne Liege, 

And worke it ifmy counſaile maypreuaile.' 
King. Doe ſo my Lord and if he giue conſent, 

hope his preſence heere will honour vs, 

In celebration ofthe nuptiall day, 

And let himſelfe determine of the time. 

Em. Wilt pleaſe your grace co mmand mecught beſ:d? 

Kimg.Commend me to the King, and ſo farewell. 

Fut wheres Prince Baltbatar to take his leaue? 
Em, That is perfourmd alreadie my good Lord. 
King. Amongſt the reſt of what you haue in charge, 

The Princesraunſome muſtnot be forgot: 

Thatsnoneof mine, but his that — priſoner, 

And well his forwardnes deſerues reward. 

Iz was Heratioour Knight Marſhals ſonne. 
Em, Betweene vs theres apricealready pitchr, 

And ſhall be ſent wit h all conuenient ſpeed. 
Ring. Then once againe farewell my Lord. 
Em. Farwell my Lord of Caſtile and the reſt. Exit 
Ring. No brother you muſt take ſome little paines, 

To winne faire Be-imperiafrom her will: 

Young Virgins muſt be ruled by their treends, 

The Prince is amiable and loues her well, 

If ſhe neglect him andforgoe his loue, 

She both will wrong her owne eſtate and ours: 

Therefore whiles I doe entertaine the Prince, 

With greateſtpleaſure that our Court affoords, 


ndeuour you to winne your daughters thoughts, 


1: ſhe giue back all this will eome to naught. Extunt. 
Fnter Horatio, Bel imperia, and Pedringano. 
Hor. Now tlut the night begins veith fable wings, 
To oucr-cloud the briglitnes of the Sunne, 
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Come Bel. imperia let vs to the bower, 
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And that in darkenes pleaſures may be done: 
And there in ſafetie paſſe apleaſant hower. DS. 
Bel. I follow thee my loue,and will not backe, 
Although my fainting hart controles my ſoule,. 
Hor, Why,make you e faith? - 
{elte. 


Bel. No heisas truſtie as my ſecond 
Goe Pedringano watch without the gate, 
And let vs know ifany make 2 ef; 

Ped, In ſteedof watchingile deſerue more golde, 
'By fetching Don Lorenzo to this mat ch. Pau Ped. 


Hor. What meanes my loue? | 
Bel. I know not what'my ſelfe: 
And yet my hart foretels meſome miſchaunce. 
Her. Sweet lay not ſo, faire fortune is our freend, 
And heauens haue ſhut vp day to pleaſure vs. 
The ſtarres thou ſeeſt holde backtheir twinckling ſliine, 
And Luna hides her ſelfe to pleaſure ss. 
Bel. Thou haſt preuailde, ile conquer my miſdoubt, 
And in thy loue and councell drowne my feare: 
I feare no more, loue now is all my thoughts, 
Why ſit we nat, for pleaſure asketh caſe? 
Hor. The more thou ſitſt within theſe leauy bo wers, 
The more will Flora decke it with her flowers. 
Bel. I but if Flora ſpye Horatio heere, 


Her iealous eye will think I fit too neere. 


Hor. Harke Madame how the birds record by night, 
For ioy that Bel. umperia ſits in ſight. 
Bel. No Cupid counterfeits the Nightingale, 
To frame ſweet muſick to Horatio: tale. 
Hor. If Cupidſing,then Venus is nor farre, 
I thou art YVexn; or ſome fairer ſtarre. 
Bel, If I be Venus thou muſt needs be Mart, 
And where Mars taigneth there muſt needs be warte. 
Hor, Then thus begin our wars. put forth thy hand, 
That it may combat with my ruder han. 
Bel. Set forth thy foot to try the puſhof mine. 


D 2 Hor. 
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Hor. But firſt | on 

Bel. Then war thy ſelfe, dart — 2 e at thee, 
Hor, Thus I retort the dart thou threwſtat me. 
Bel. Nay then to gaine the glory of the field, 


Mytwiningatmes! Nlyoakea make theeyeeld. 
Hor. Nay then my armes are and ſtrong witl: 
Thas Elmes by vines are compaſt til they fall. 


Bel. O let me goe, for in my troubled eyes, 
Now maiſt thou read that life in paſsion dies. 

Hor. O ſtay a while and Iwill dye with thee, 
So ſhalt — 2 Y celd, and yet haue conquerd me. 

Bel, Who e there Pedyingano? weare betraide. 


Enter Lorenzo, Bali hat ar, Cerberin, Peer ingano, 
diſguiſed. 
Lor. My Lord away w ith her, take her aſide, 
O fir forbeare, your valour is already tride. 
nickly diſpatch my maiſters, 
"SANA d Thy hang lum in the Arbor, 
Flor, What will you murder me? 
Lor. I thus, aud thus, theſe are the fruits of lone. 
They ſtab lum. 
Bel. O ſaue his life and let me dye for hun, 
O haue him brother, ſaue him Balthazar: 
Iloued Horatio but he loued not me. 
Bal. But Balb:zwlonesBel-imperia. 
Lor, Although his life were ſtillambituous proud, 
Yet is heat the l1gheft now he is dead. 
Bel. Murder, murder helpe Hicronimoheipe, 


Lor. Come {top her mouth away with her. Excumt. 


nter Hiererimo in his ſhirt. &c. 

Hiero. What outcries pluck me from my naked bed, 
And chill my throbbins lurt with trembſimg feare, 
Which neuer danger yet could daunt be fore; 

Who cals Hieron m2? ſpeak; heerelam : 
I did not ſlumber, therefore tw/as no dteame, 


22ͤ́ ß 


In, 


Thoſe garments that denn ane 


And heere within this garden di 
And in this garden mull 
But ſtay, w man 
A man hangd Wr | 10 
And in — ennie ee 
Thisplace was 3 e not ſot deatng. 
He cuts him do wne. 


Alas it is Horatio my te cet ſnn e 
O no, but he that x hilome was my ſanne, 
O was it thou that calꝰdſt me from mipbed; © 
O ſpeak if any ſparke otliſe remaine. ' i: *: 
I am thy Father, who hath ſlame my ſonne? 
What os monſter. not of humane kinde, 
Hathheere beene glutted with thy harmeles blood? 
And left thy bloudie cotpes diſhongured heere, 

For me amidſt this darke and deathfull ihades, 

To drowne thee with an ocean of my teares. 

O heauens, why made you night to couet ſinue: 

By day this deed of darkenes had not beene. 

O earth why didſt tliou not in time deuoure, 

The vilde prophaner ofthis ſacred bower. 

O poore Horatia, what hadſt thou miſdoone? 

To leeſe thy life ere life was new begun. 

O wicked butcher what ſo ere thou wert, 

How could thou ſtrangle vertue and deſert? 

Ay me moſt wretched that haue loſt my ioy, 

In leeſing my Hoatiomy ſweet boy. 


Enter / ſabell, 
Ia. My husbandsablence makes my hart to throb, 
Hitronimo. 
Hero, Heere Iſabella, helpe me to lament, 
For ſighes are ſtopt, and all my teares are ſpent. 
Iſa. What world of griefe,my ſonne Horatio? 


Oy W vheres the author ot this end es woe, 
| D 3 Hiero. 
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Hiere. To know the author were ſome caſe of greefe, 


For in reuenge my hart would finde releefe. 
Iſa, Thenis he gone? and iam 2 too? 
O guſh out teares, fountains aud flouds of teares. 
Blow ſighes and taiſe an euerlaſting ſtorme. 
For outrage fits our curſed wretchednes.:  _ 
Hiero, Sweet louely Roſe, illpluckt beforethy time, 
Faire worthy ſonne, not conquerd but betraid : 
lle kiſſe thee now, for words withtearesare ſtainde. 
Iſa. And ile cloſe vp the glaſles of his ſight, | 
For once theſe eyes were onely my delight, 
Fiero, Seeſt thou this handkerthes beſmerd with blood, 
It ſhall not from me till I taker ; 
Seeſt thou thoſs wounds that yet are bleeding freſh, 
Ile not intombe them till I haue reueng'd : 
Then will L ioy amidſt my diſcontent, 
Till then my ſorro neuer ſhalbe ſpent. 
[ſa. The heauens are iuſt, murder cannot be hid, 
Time is the author both of truth and right. 
And time will bring this trecherie to light. 
Hiro, Meane while good 7/abellaceale thy plaints, 
Oratthe leaſt diſſemble themawhile, 
So ſhall we ſooner finde the ptactiſe out, 
And learne by whom all this was brouglit about. 
Come //abel/now let vs take lum vp, 8 
They take him vp. 
And beate him in from out this curſed place, 
Le ſay his dirge, ſinging fits not this caſe. 
OaAlquis mihi quas pulcbrum var educet berbar, 
Hiero ſets his breſt vnto lis ſword. 
Aliſceat c& noſtro detur, medicina dolori : 
Aut ſi qui faciunt annum ublumia ſuccot, 


Prebeat , ipſe mctum magnam quicunque per orbem, 
Gramma Sol pulcbras eff ccit unluminis or as. 

Ieſe bibam quicquid meditatar ſaga veneri, 
Quicquid & irraui enecaca menia nethit, 

Omnia pei petiar, lethum guogue dum ſemel emnis, 


NMoſter 


Noſter in extindo 
Ergo tuos occulo; 
Et tua perpetuus ſepelaait 


Emoriar tecum Sic, fic i 
Attamen abſyFams 


q F 


Brought ue 
I lookt that Balrbazar ſhould haue been 
Bur tis my freend 3 
And they ab uſe faire 
Or whom] doted more then all lhe — 
Becauſe ſhe loud me mote then all cheworld, 
CE "Rewenre. - Tx 
Thou talkeſt of harweſt when the corne is greene, 
The endis crowne of euery worke well — | 
The Sickle c omes nottillthe corneberi 
Be (till, an d ere I lead thee from this lace, 
lleſhew thee Balthazar Amur caſe 
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Actus Tertius. 


Enter Viceroy of Portingale, Nobles, Alevean 
4e ulluppo. 


| Viceroy, 
Pane. condition of King, 
Seated amidſt ſo many helpeles doubts: 
Firſt we are plaſt vpon extreameſt height, 
And oft ſupplanted withexceed! — 
But euer ſubieR to the wheele of c 
And at our higheſt never ioy we ſo, 
As we both doubt and dread our overthrow. 
So ſtriuethnot the waues with ſundry winds, 
As fortune toylethintheaffairtesof Kings 
That 


ry 
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ono vos. 


That wouldbefeard,y . Wannen 
ICS —— W ch deu t 
or inſtance vpon your King, N 
By hate depriued 5 deareſt ſon nem, 
I he onely hope of our ſucceſouc line. Irarnt de 
Nob. I hadnott that — 5 I Bi 
Had beene hate: 

But now Iſee that words laue ſeuerall workes, T 
And theres no creditinthe countemance. O 
Dil. No, or my Lord. had vebeteldetbecrains, :. . 
That fained loue — his lochen, = O! 
When he in campe conſorted Belthatar : | O 

Farre more inconſtant had you thought the Sunne, 

That howerly coaſtathe center of tha earth, Il 

Then Alexa:drospurpoſe to the Prince. M 
Urge. No more illuppo, thou haſt ſaid enough In 


And with thy words thou ſlaieſt our wounded thoughts. 

Nor ſhall I longer dally with the world: 

Procraftinating Alexandros death ;- | L 
Goe ſomeof you and fetch the traitor forth, | 

Thatas he is condemned he may dye. 


Enter Alex andro with üdteble man 


and Halberts. A 

Nob. In ſuch extreames, vill nought but patience ſerue. E 
Alex. Butinextreames,what patience ſhall I vſe? 11 
Nor diſcontents it me to leaue the world. V 
With whome there nothing can preuule but wron & F 


Nob. Vet hope the beſt, [1 
Alex. Tis Heauen is my hope. 
As for the earthit is troomuchinfeft;/ 
To yeeld me hope ofany of her mould. 
Vice, W. * linger yelbring forth that daring fecnd, 
And let him die tor his accurſed deed. 
Ah Nat that I feare the extremmtie of death, 
For Noblescauusot [to ap to leratle teire. 
Do» 1 (O Kung) thus diſcontented lius. 
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Zut this, O this torments ſoule, parts 
That thus I die ſuſpected ofa — 
Whereof as heauens haueknownemy ſecret thoughts 
So am I free from this 9. p40 

Vice. No more l ſay, to the tortures,when? 
Binde him and burne his body in thoſe flames, 


They binde him to the ſtake. 
That ſhall prefigure thoſe vnq dier, 
Of Phlegiton prepared for his ſoule. 
Alex. My guiltles death will be eng deachee, 

On thee Vulluppo that hath maliſde thus, 
Or for thy meed, haſt falſely me acenſde. 

Dil. Nay Alexandroifthoumenaceme, 

Ile lend a hand to ſend thee to the lake; : 
Where thoſe thy words ſhall . withthy 3 


Iniurious n 
nter — 
Stay hold a while, and heer with pardon ofhis Maieſtie, 
Lay hands vpon Villuppo. (ttrancer 


* Embaſſadęur, what news hath vrgꝰ d thisſodain eu · 
£m, Know ſouèraigne Lithat Balthazar doth hue. 
Dice. What ſaieſt thouꝛliueth Balthazar our ſonne? 
Em. Y our highnesſonne, L. Balthazar dothliue. 
And well intreatedin the Court of Spaine: 
Humbly commends him to your Maieſtie. 
Theſe cies beheld, and theſe my followers, 
With theſe the letters ofthe Kings commends.:! 
Ziues him — 
Are happie witneſſes of his highmes health 
The King lookes on the etters and ptoceeds 
Vice. Thy ſonne dothli me, your tribute isreceiu'd, 
Thy peace is made, and we are — 
The reſt teſolue vpon as thing 
For both our honors and thy . 
Em. Theſe are his highnes farther articles 
He giues him more Letters. 
Vice. Accurſed wretch to intimate theſeillss, 
E A eainſt 


| | The Spaniſh T ragedie, 
Againſt thelife and reputation 
Ofnoble Alexandre. come my Lord vnbinde him. 
Let him vnbinde thee that isbound to death, 
To make a quitall for thy diſcontent. 
They vnbinde him. 
Alex. Dread Lord. in kindenes you could do no leſſe, 
Vpon report of ſuch a damned fact: 
But thus we ſee our innocence hath ſaw'd, 
The hopeles life which thou Villuppo lought, 
By thy ſuggeſtions to haue maſſacred. 
Vice. Say falſe Villuppo? wherefore didſt thou thus 
Failly betray Lord Alexandros life? 
Him whom thou knoweſt, tliat no vnkindenes cls, 
But cuen the ſlaughter of our deereſt ſonne, 
Could once haue mouedvs to haue miſconceaued. 
Alex. Say trecherous 2 the King, 
Or wherein hath Ale vandro vſed thee ill: 
Vil, Rent with remembrance of ſo foule a deed, 
My guiltie ſoule ſubmits me to thy doome: 
For not for Alexandros iniuries, 
But, for reward, and hope to be preferd: 
Thus haue I ſhameleſly hazarded his life, 
Vice, which villaine ſhalbe ranſomed with thy deerh, 
And not ſo meanea torment as weheere 
Deuiſde for him, ho thou ſaidſt ſle our ſonne: 
But with the bittereſt torments and extreames, 
That may be yetinuented for thine end: 
F | Alex. ſeemes to intreat. 
Intreat me not, goe takethe traitor hence. Exit Vl, 
And Alexandlro let vs honor thee, 
Withpublique notice of thy loyaltie, 
To end thole things articulated heere, 
By our great — king of Spaine. 
We with our councell will delib erate, 
Come Alex andro keepe vs company. Exeunt. 
Enter Hieronimo. 


Hiero. Oh eies, no gies but fountains fraught with teares, 


Oh 
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Oh world, no world but maſſe of publique wrongs, 
Confuſde and filde, with murder — hors Y 
Oh ſacred heauens,1f this vnhallowed deed, 
If this inhumane and barberous attempt, 
If this incompacable murder thus, 
Ofmine,but now no moremy ſonne; 
Shall vnreueald and vnreuenged paſſe, | 
How ſhould we tearme your dealings to be iuſt, 
It you vniuſtly deale with thoſe,that in your julkice truſt. 
The night ſad ſecretary to my mones, 
With direfull viſions wake my vexed ſoule, N 
And with the wounds of my diſtres full ſonne, 
Solicite me for notice of his death. 
The ougly feends do ſally forth of hell, 
And frame my ſteps to vnfrequented patlu, 
And feare my hart with fierce inflamed thoughts. 
Thecloudie day my diſcontents records, 
Early begins to regeſter my dreames, 
Anddriue me forth to ſeeke the murtherer, 
Eies, life, world, heauens, hel, night and day, 
See, ſearch, ſnew, ſend, ſome man, 
Some meane, that may: 
A Letter falleth. 
Whats heere? a letter, tuſh, it is not ſo, 
A Letter written to Hieronmo, Redincke. 
Bel. For want of incke receiue this bloudie writ, 
Me hath my haples brother hid from thee, 
Reuenge thy ſelfe on Baltbazarand him, 
For theſe were they that murdred thy Sonne. 
Hieronimo,reuenge Horatio; death, 
And better fare then Bel. imperia doth, 
Hiero What meanes this vnexpected miracle? 

My Sonne ſlaine by Lorenzo and the Prince, 
What cauſe had they Hoyatioto maligne? 
Or what might mooue thee Bel-imperia, 

| To accuſe thy brother, had he beene the meane? 
E 2: Flierommo 
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Hlieronimo beware, thou art — 
And to intrap thy life this traine is laide. 
Aduiſe thee therefore, be not credulous: 
T his is deuiſed to endanger thee, 
IT hit thou by this Lorenzo ſhouldſt accuſe, 
And he for thy diſhonour done,;ſhould draw 
Tl.y life in queſtion;and thy name in hate. 
Deare was the life of my beloued Sonne, 
And of his death behoues me be reueng'd: 
Then hazard not thine owne Hieronimo, 
But hue YeffeR thy reſolution, 
I theretore will by circumſtances trie, 
What I can gather to confirme this writ, 
And harkning neere the Duke of Caſliles houle, 
Cloe if I can with Belimperia, 
To liſten more, but nothing to bewray. 
Enter Pedringano. 
Hiero. Now Pedringano. 
Ped. Now Hieronmo. 
Hiero. Wheres thy Lady? 
Ped. I know not, heers my Lord. 
Enter Lorerzo, 

Lor. How now, whole this, Hieronime? 

Hiro. My Lord. 1's 

Ped. He asketh for my Lady Bel imperia. 

Lor. What to doo Hieronimo? The Duke my father hath 
Vpon ſome diſgrace a while remoou'd her hence, 
But if it be ought I may enforme her of, 

Tell me Hieronimo, and ile let her know it. 

Fliero. Nay, nay my Lord, l thank you, it ſhall not need, 
I had a ſute vnto her, but too late, 

And her diſgrace makes me vnfortunate. 

Lor. Why ſo Hicronime? vſe me. 

Hero. Oh no my Lord. I dare not, it muſt not be. 
I humbly thank your Lordilup. 

Lor. Why chen fare well. 


Hiro, 


— 


ce. 0. 2409.3 es M» 


Trakis.'” © 
my t no tung can tell, 
4 Exit. 

Lor. Come hither Pedringano, ſeeſt thou this? 

Ted. My Lord, I ſee it, and ſuſpectit too. 

Lor. T his is that damued villain Serberine, 
That hath feare reuealde Horarios death. 

Ped. My Lord, he could not, twasſolately done, 
And ſince he hath not left my compan x. 
Lor. Admit he haue not, his conditions ſuch, 
As feare or flattering words may make him falſe. 
I know his humour, aud there with repent, 
I hat ere 1 vſde him in this enterpriſe. 

But Pedringano, to preuent the worſt, 
And c:ule I know thee ſecret as my ſoule, 
Heere for thy further ſatisfaction take thou this. 

Giues him more golde. 
And harken to me, thus it is deuiſde: 
This night thou muſt, and prethee ſo reſolue, 
Meet Serberine at 8. Liugts arke, 
Thou knowelt tis heere hard by behinde the houſe, 
There take thy ſtand, and ſee thou ſtrike him ſure, 
For dye he muſt, if we do meane to le. 

Ped. But how ſhall Serberine be there my Lord? 

Lor. Let me alone, ile ſend to him to meet 
The Prince and me, where thou muſt doe this deed. 

Ped. It ſhalbe done my L. it ſhall be done, 

And ile goe arme my ſelfe to meet him there. 

Lor. When things ſhall alter, as I hope they wil, 
Then ſhaltthou mount for this, tbou knoweſt my minde. 
Exit Ped, 


The 
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Che le Ieron, 
Enter Page. 


Page. My Lord, 

Lor. Goe ſirra to Serberine, and bid him forthwith, 
Meet the Prince and me at S. Livgis Parke, 
Behinde the houſe, this euening boy. 

Page. Igoe my Lord. 
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But ſirra, let the houre be eight a clocke. 
Bid him not faile. 
Page. I flyemy Lord. Exit. 


Ler. Now to confirme the complot thou haſt caſt, 
Of all theſe practiſes, Ile ſpread the watch, 
Vpon preciſe commande ment from the king, 
Strongly to guard the place where Pedringano 
This night ſhall murder haples Serberine. 
Thus muſt we worke that will auoide diſtruſt, 
Thus muſt we po to preuent miſhap, 

| 


And thus one ill, another muſt expulſe. (tion, 
This ſlie N of Hieromimo for Bel-imperis, breeds ſuſpi- 
And this ſuſpition boads a further ill. 


As for my ſelfe, I know my ſecret fault, 
And ſo doe they, but I haue dealt for them. 
They that for coine their ſoules endangered 
To ſaue my life, for coyne ſhall venture theirs : 
Andbetter its that baſe companions dye, 
Then by their life to hazard our good haps. 
Nor thall they liue forme, to feare their faith: 
Ile truſt my ſelfe, my ſelfe ſhalbe my freend, 
For dye they ſhall,flauesare ordeind to no other end. 
Exit. 
Enter Pedrmgano witha Piſtoll, 
Now Pedringano bid thy piſtoll holde, 
And holde on Fortune, once more fauour me, 
Giue but ſucceſſe to mine attempting ſpirit, 
And let me ſhift for taking of mine aime: 
Heere is the golde, this is the golde propoſde, 
It is no dreame that laduentute for, 
But Pedumgauso is poſſeſt thereof, 
And he that would not ſtraine his conſcience, 
For him that thus his liberal] purſe hath ſtretelit, 
Vaworthy ſucha fauour may he faile, 
And withing, want when ſuchas Ipreuaile. 
As for the feare of apprehenſion, 
know need ſhould be, my noble Lord 
Will 
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Will ſtand betweene me and enſuit 


r Wer 
Beſides, this uu free from all ſuſpeRt: * p 
Heere therefore will I ſtay and take my ſtand, 


Enterthe watch. 
1 I wonder much to what intent it is, 
That we are thus expreſly chargde to watch 
2 Tisby commandement in the Kings on name. 
But we were neuer wont to watch and ward, 
So necre the Duke his brothers houſe before. 
2 Content your ſelfe, ſtand cloſe, theres ſomewhat int- 


Enter Serberine. 
Scr. Heere Serberine attend and ſtay thy pace, 
For heere did Don Lorenxas Page appoint, 
That thou by his commandſhouldit meet with him. 
How fit a placeiFane were ſo diſpoſdeg 
Me thinks this corner is to cloſe with one. 
Ped, Heere comes the bird that I muſt cee vpon, 
Now Pedringano ox neuer play the man. 
Ser. I wonder that his Lordſhip ſtaies ſo long. 
Or wherctore ſhould he ſend for me ſolate? -* 
Ped. For this Serberine, and thou ſhalt ha te. | 
Shootes the Dagge. 
So, there he lyes, my promiſe is — 
The Watch. 
1 Harke Gentlemen, this isa Piſtolſhot. 
2 And heeres one ſlaine, ſtay the murderer, 
Ped. Now by the ſorrowes of the ſoules in hell, 
_ He ſtrives with the watch, 
Who firſt laies hand on me, ile be his Prieſt, 
3 Sirra,confeſle,and therein play the Prieſt, 
Why haſt thou thus vnkindely kild theman? 
Ped. Why, becauſe he walkt abroad folate. 
3 Come ſir, you had bene bettet kept your bed, 
Then haue committed this miſdeed {0 late. 
2 Come to the Marſhals with the murderer , 0 
I Un 
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1 Onto Hieronimos, me 
To bring the murdred body with vs too. 
Ped. Hieronimo, carry me before whom you will, 
What ere he be ile anſwere him and you, 


And doe your worſt, for I defieyouall. Exeunt. 


Enter Lorenzo and Balthazar. 


Bal. How now my Lord, what makes you riſe ſo ſoone? 


Lor. Feare of preuenting our miſhaps too late. 

Bal. What miſchiefe is it that we not miſtruſt? 

Lor. Our greateſt ils, we leaſt miſtruſt my Lord, 
And in expected hatmes do hurt vs moſt. 

Bal. Why tell me Don Lorenzo,tell me man, 
If ought concernes our honour and your owne? 

Lor. Nor you nor me my Lord, but both in one. 
For I ſuſpect, and the preſumptions great, 
That by thoſe baſe confederates in our fault, 
Touching the death of Don Horatio : 
We are betraide to olde Hieronimo. 

Bal. Betraide Lorenzo,tuſh it cannot be. 

Lor. A guiltie conſcience vrged with the thought, 
Of former euils, eaſily cannot erre: 
] am perſwaded, and diſwade me not, 
That als reuealed to Hieronimo. 
And therefore know that I haue caſt it thus: 3” 
But heeres the Page, how now, what newes with thee? 

Page. My Lord, Serberine is ſlaine. 

Bal. Who? Serberine my man. 

Page. Your Highnes man myLord. 

Lor. Speak Page, who murdered him? 

Page, He that is apprehended for the fact. 

Lor. Who? 

Page. Pedringano. 

Bal. Is Serberme ſlaine that low'd his Lord fo well? 
Iniurious villame, murderer of his freend. 

Lor. Hath P edringar'o murdered Serberine? 
My Lord,let me entreat you totake the paines, 
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With your complaints vnto my L d 
This their diſſention breeds a gre 
Bal. Aſſure thee Don Leromts heſtuill dye, 

t. Or els his Highnes hardly ſhall auch p⁰νοναι eu 
Meane while, ile haſte the Seſsions, | 
For die he ſhall for this his damned dee. 

Lor. Why ſo, this fits our former pollicie, / 

And thus experience bids the wiſeto deale, 

Ilay the plot, he proſecutes the point, | 

I ſer the trap, he breakes the worthlestwigs, * 

And ſees not that where with the bird was limde. 

Thus hopefull men that meane to holde their owne, 

Muſt look like fowlers to their deareſt freends. 

He runnes to kill whome l haue holpe to catch, 

And no man knowes it was my reaching fatch. 

Tis hard to truſt yntoa multitude, 

Orany one in mine opinion, 

When men themſelucs their ſecrets will reueale. 
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Enter a meſſenger witha letter. 

Lor. Boy. 

Page. My Lord. 

44% Ilan, he? * 

Meſ. T hauea letter to your Lordſſup. 

Lor. From whence? F 1 ä 

Meſ. From Pedring ano tlut's impriſoned, 

Lor. So, he is in priſon then? 

Meſ. I my good Lord. 

Lor. What would he with vs? 
He writes vs heere to ſtand good L.and help bim in diſtres. 
Tell hum 1 haue his letters, know his minde, 
And what we may let him aſſure him of. 
Fellow, be gone: my boy ſhall follow thee, 


| Exit Me. 
This works like waxe, yet once moretry thy wits, 
10 | F Boy. 


T ht Spoiſh raged 

Boy,yoe conuay this — 7 T 
Thou knowelt thepriſon,cloſely giue it him: 
And be aduiſde that none be there about. 
Bid him be mexryiſlill hut ſecret: ;- 
And though the Marſhaliſesfions be to day, 
— _ not 9 TI e989 | 

ell him his u is already ſignde, 
And chercen Babe boldely — 
For were he teadyto be turned oft. 
As tis my will the vttermoſt be tride: 
Thou with his pardon ſhalt attend him (till, 
Shew him this boxe, tell him his pardons int, 
But opent not, and if thou loueſt thy life: 
But let him wilcly keepe his hopes vnknowne, 
He ſhall not want while Don Lorenzolmes: away. 

Page. I goe my Lord, I runne. 

Lor. But ſirra, ſee tlat this be cleanely done. 

Exit Page. 

Now ſtands our fortune ona tickle point, 
And now or neuer ends Loremxos doubts, 
One onely thing is vneffected yet, 
And thats to ſee the Executioner, 
But to what end? I liſt not truſt the Aire 
With vtterance of our pretence therein. 
For feare the priuie whiſpring of the winde, 
Conuay our words amongſt vnfreendly cares, 
That iye too open to aduantages. 

Et quel que vogho Ii neſſum it ſa, 

I ntendo io quel mi baſſara. Exit. 
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Enter Bey with the Boxe. 

My Maiſter hath forbidden me to looke in this box, and 

by my troth tis likely, if he had not warned me, l ſhould not 
haue had ſo much idle time: for wee mens kinde in our mi- 
noritie, are like women in their vncertaintie, that they are 
moſt forbidden, they wil ſooneſt attempt: ſo I now. By my 
bare honeſty heeres nothing but the bare emptie box: were 
a it not 


tlemanlike knauery. Imuſt goe to ave, and tell 
his pardon is in this boxe, nay,I would haue ſworne it. had I 
not ſcene the contrary, I cannot chooſe but {mile to thinke, 
how the villain wil flout the es, ſcorne theaudience, 
and deſcant on the hangman,and al preſuming of his pardon 
from hence. Wilt not he an odde ieſt, for me to ſtand and 
grace euery ieſt he 8 my fingerat this boxcras 
who would ſay, mock on, heers thy warrant, Iſt not a ſcur- 
uie ieſt, that a man ſhould ieſt himſelfe to death. Alas poore 
Pedringano, I am ina forte ſorie for tlie, but if I ſhould be 
hanged with thee, I cannot weep. Exit. 


Enter Hieronimo and the Deputie. 

Hiero, Thus muſt we toyle in other mens extreames, 
That know not how to remedie our one, 
And doe them iuſtice, when vniuſtſy we: 
For all our wrongs can compaſſe no redreſſe. 
But ſhall I neuer liue to ſee the day, 
That may come (by iuſtice of the heauens) 
To know the cauſe that may my cares allay? 
This toyles my body, this conſumeth age, 
That onely Ito all men iuſt muſt be, 
And neither Gods nor men be iuſt to me. 

Dep. Worthy Hleronimo, your office askes, 
A care to puniſh ſuchas doe tranſgreſſe. 

Hiero. So iſt my duety to regarde his death, 
Who when he liued deſerued my deareſt blood: 
But come, for that we came for lets begin, 
For heerelyes that which bids me to be gone. 

En ne phi Pedring ano, with a letter 
in his hand, bound. 

Depu. Bring forththe Priſoner for the Court is ſet, 

Ped, Gramercy boy, but it was time to come, 
For I had written to my Lord ane vv. 
A neerer matter that concerneth him, 
For feare his Lordſhip had forgotten me: 
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| T heSpamſh T ragedie. 
But ſith he hath remembred me ſo well, 
Come, come, come on, hen ſhall we to this geere. 
Hliero. Stand forth thou monſter, murder er of men, 
And heere for ſatisfaction of the world. 
Confeſſe thy follyand repent thy fault, 
For ther's thy place of execution. 
Ped, This is ſhort worke, well, to your Marſhallſhip 
Firſt I confeſſe, not feare I death therfore, 
Iamthe man, twas I flew Serberme. 
But ſir, then you thinł this ſhalbe the place, 
Where we ſhall ſatisfie you for this geare? 
Depu, 1 Pedringand. 
Ped, Now think not ſo. | 
Hiero, Peaceimpudent,for thou ſhalt finde it ſo. 
For blood with blood,ſhall whileI ſit as iudge, 
Be fatisfied,andthelaw diſchargde. 
And though my ſelfe cannot receiue the like, 
Vet will Iſee that others haue their right. 
8 faults approued and conteſt, 
d by our law he is condemnd to die. 
Hang, Come on ſit, are youready 
Ped. To doo what, my fine officious knaueꝰ 
Hang. Togoeto this _ 
Ped O ſir, you are to forward, thou would(t faine furniſh 
me witha halter, to disfurniſh me of my habit. 
So I ſhould goe out of this geere my raiment, into that geere 
the rope. 
But Hangman, now I ſpy your knauery, ile not change with- 
out boot, thats flit. 
Hang. Come Sir. 
Ped. So then I mult vp, 
Hang. No remedie. 
Ped. Ves, but there ſhalbe for my comming downe. 
Hang. Indeed heersaremedie for that. 
Ped. How? be turnd off. 
Hang. I truely, come are you ready. 


Ipray ſir dil; patch,the day goesaway. 


4 Ped, 


| | . 
T he Spaniſh Tragedie; " 

Ped. Whatdocyouangby ee 

chance to break your ol 


Hu. Faith you haue reaſon, for Lamhiketo break. your 
yong neck. | 
Ped. Doſt thou mock me hangman, „ Fre I benot 
preſerued to break your knaues pate for this. 
Hang. Alas ſir, you are a foot too low to reach it, and I 
hope you will neuer grow ſo high while I am in the 
office. 
Ped. Sirra, doſt ſee yonder boy with the box in his hand: 
Hang. What, he that points to it with his finger. 
Ped. I that companion. 
Hang. I know him not, but what of him? 
Ped. Dooſt thou think to liue till his olde doublet will 
make thee anew truſle? 
Hang. I, and many afaire yeere after, to truſſe vp many 
an honeſter man then either thou or he. 
Ped. What hath he in his boxe as thou thinkſtꝭ 
Hang. Faith I cannot tell, nor I care not greatly. 
Me thinks you ſhould rather hearken to your ſoules health. 
Ped. Why ſirra Hangman I take it, that that is good for 
the body, is likewiſe good for the ſoule: and it may 
be, in that box is balme for both. 
Hang. Wel, thou art euen the merieſt peece of mans fleſh 
that ere gronde at my office doore. 
Ped. Is your roaguery become an office with a knaues 
name? 
1 Hang. I, and that ſha!l all they witnes that ſee you ſeale it 
witha theeues name. 
Ped. Iprethee requeſt this good company to pray with 
me, 
Hang. I mary fir, this is a good motion: my maiſters,you 
ſee heersa good fellow. N | 
Ped. Nay,nay,now I remember me, let them alone till 
ſome other time, for now | haue no great need. 
Hero. I haue not ſeen a wretchſo umpudent, 
O monſtrous times where murders ſet ſo light, 


F 3 And 


e 


| 


o 1 * — 
KCl . 
"x - 


-—- 


T be Spaniſh al 1 
And where the ſoule that ſhould be ſtirinde in heautn, 
Solelie delights in interdicted things, 
Still wandring in the thornie paſſages, 

That intercepts it ſelfe of hapines. 
Murder, O bloudy monſter, God forbid, 

A fault ſo foule ſhould ſcape vnpuniſhed. 
Diſpatch and ſee this execution done, 

This makes me to remember thee my ſonne, 


Exit. Hiero. 
Ped. Nay ſoft, no haſt. | 
Depu. Why, wherefore ſtay you, haue you hope of life? 
Ped. Whyl. 
Heng. As how? | | 
Ped. Why Raſcall by my pardon from the King. 
Hug. ſtand you on that, then you ſhall off wich this. 
He turnes him off. 
Depu. So Executioner, conuay him hence, 
But let his body be vnburied. 
Let not the earth be choked or infect. 
With that which heauens contemnes and men neglect. 
Exeunt, 


. 


Enter Hieronimo. 

Where ſhall Irun to breath abroad my woes, 
My woes whole weight hath wearied the earth? 
Or nuneexclaimesthat haue ſurcharged the are, 
Wich ceaſles plaints, for my deceaſed fonne? © 
Thebluſtring winds — *. with my words, 
At my lament haue moued the leaueles trees. 
Diſroabde the medowes of their lowred greene, 
Made mountains marſh with ſpring tides of my teaxes, 
And broken through the brazen gates of hell, 
Yet ſtill tormented is my tortured ſoule, 
With broken ſighes and teſtles paſsions, 
That winged mount, and houering in the aire. 
Beat atthe windowes of the brighteſt heauens, 
Solliciting for iuſtice and reuenge: 
But they are plac't in thoſe imperial neiglits, 


Where 
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Reſiſt my woes, and giue my words no way. 


Enter an witha Letter. 
Hang. O Lord (ir, leſſe you ſir the man ſir Petergade, 
Sir. he that was ſofull of merric conceita 
Hiero, Wel, what of him? 575. 12 | 
Har:g.OLord fir, he went the wrong way, the fellow had 
a The commiſsion to the contrary, Sir, heere is his paſ· 
port, I pray you ſir, we haue done him wrong. | 
Hiero. L warrantthee,giueitme, | 
Hang. you will ſtand between the gallowesand me, 
Haero, I, I. | | | | 
Hang. Ithank your L. worſhip, 
Exit 
Hiero. And yet though ſomewhat neerer me concemes, 
Iwill to eaſe the greefethatI ſuſtaine, 
Taketrucewithſorrow whileI read on this. 
Ay Lord, f write armine extreames requirde, 
That you would labour my delineries © 
Tf youneglett,my life ii ate, 
* in = heath I ſhall he the troth, 
Tou know my Lora, f ſlew him for your ſake, | 
And was confederate withthe Prince and you, 
Wonne by rewards and hopefull promiſes, 
I bolpe to murder Don Horatio too. 7 
59 fo he to murder mine Horatio, 
And actors in taccurſed Tragedie. 
Walt thou Lorenzo, Balihax ar and thou, 
Ot whom my Sonne, my Sonne deſerud ſo well, 
What haue heard, what haue mine ciesbehelde? 
O ſacred heauens, may it come to paſſe, 
I hat iuch a monſtrous and deteſſed deed, 
So cloſely ſmootherd and ſo long conceald, 
Shall thus by this be venged or reueald. 
Now ſec I hat ] durſt not then ſuſpect, 


The r 
That Bel-imperias Letter was not fainde, 
Nor fainedſhe — they haue wrongd, 
Both her, my ſelſe. Horatis, and themſelues. 
Now may I makecomparetwixt hers and this, 
or — — could finde 

ill now, and now ingly perceiue, 

They did what heauen oY — leaue. 
O falſe Lorenzo,arc theſe thy flattering lookes? 
Ischis the honourthar thou didſt my Sonne? 
And Bakhazar bane to thy ſoule and me, 
Was this the ranſome he reſeruꝰ'd thee for? 
Woe to the cauſe of theſe conſtrained warres, 
Woe to thy baſenes and captiuitie, 
Woe to thy birth, thy body and thy ſoule, 
Thy curſed father, and thy conquerd ſelfe: 
And band with bitter execrations be 
The day and place where he did pittie thee. 
But wherefore waſte I mine itfull words? 
When naught but blood will ſatisfie my woes: 
I will goe plaine me to my Lord the King. 
And cry aloud for iuſtice through the Court. 
Wearing the flints with theſe my withered feet, 
And either purchaſe iuſlice by intreats, 
Or tire them all with my reuenging threats. Exit. 


Enter Iſabelland her Maid. 
Iſa, So that you lay this hearb will purge the eye 
And this the head, ah but none of them wil purgethe hart: 
No, thers no medicine left for my diſcaſe, 
Nor any phiſick to recure the dead: 
Sherunnes lunatick, 


Horatio,O wheres Horatio, 
Maide, Good Madam affright not thus your ſelfe, 
With outrage for your ſonne Horatio. 
He ſleepes in quiet in the C lian fields. 
{/a, Why did I not giue you gownesand goodly things, 
Bought youa whiſtle aada whipſtalke too: 75 
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To be reuenged on their villaniess. 
aid. Madame — — tc | 
Iſa. My ſonle;poore 51 
Thou knowſt not apr ms — To 
That mounts me vp vnto ES 
To heauen, l there fits my Horatio, 
Backt with a troup of fiery Cherubiis, | 
Dauncing about hisnewly healed . — ; 
Singing {weethymnes 6d chauntirig heauenly notes | 
Rare hermony to greethis innocence; © ©. 
That dyde, I dydea mitrour in our dais. 
But Gay, where ſhall I finde, the menſthe murderers, 
That flew Horatio, whether ſhall Trunne, 
To finde them out, that murdered my Sonne. Exeunt. 


Bel. imperia at a window. 
Bel. What meanes this outrage that is offred me? 
Why am I thus ſequeſtred from the Court? 
No notice, ſhall I not know the eauſe, 
Of this my ſecret and ſuſpitious ils? 
Accurſ ed] brother, o mur derer. 
Why bends thou thus t * minde to martit me? 
Hlieronimo. why writ I of thy wrong? 
Or why art thou ſo ſlacke in thy ——_— 
Andrea, O Andres that thou ſaweſt, 
Me for thy freend Horatio handled thus, 
And him for me thus cauſeles murdered; 
Wel, force perforce, l muſt conſttaine my ſelfe, 
To patience, and apply me to the time, 
Till heaucn s l haue hoped ſhall ſet me free. ) 
Enter Chriſtop bill. 
Cbriſ . Come Madame Bel-imperia;Chis yn: be, 
Een. 
Enter Lorenzo, Belt haar, and che Page. 
Lor. Boy, talke no further, thus farre thing goe well, 
Thouart aſlurde that thou ſawelꝭ him dead | 
Page, Orels my Lord I liue not. 
G Lor. 
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Tie Spaniſh T ragedie, 
Lor, Thats enough, : * 
As tor his reſolution in his end, 
— —— to him n he ſoĩourns now. 
eere, take my ring, and giue it C ll | 
And bid himlet = Sifter be 2 
And bring her hither ſtraight, Exit Page. 
This that I did was tox a policie, 
Io ſmooth and keepe the murder ſecret, 
Whichasa nine daies wonder being ore-blowne, 
My gentle Siſter will Inow enlarge. 
Bal. And time Lorenzo,for my Lord the Duke, 
You heard enquired for her yeſter- night. 
Lor. Why? and my Lord, hope you heard me ſay, 
Sufficient reaſon, why ſhe kept away. 
But thats all one,. my Lord, you loue her? 
of | 
Lor. Then in your loue beware, deale cunningly, 
Salue all ſuſpitions, onely ſooth me vp, 
And if ſhe hap to ſtand on tearmes with vs. 
As for her ſweet hart, and concealement ſo, 
leſt with her gently, vnder fained ieſt 
Are things concealde, that els would breed vareſt. 
Bur heere ſhecomes, | 


Eater Bel imperia. 
Lor. Now Siſter. 


Bel. Siſter, no thouart nobrother, but an enemy. 
Els wouldſt thou not haue vſde thy Siſter ſo, 
Firſt, to affright me with thy weapons drawae, 
And with extreames abuſe my company: 

And then to hurry me like hirlewinds rage, 
Amidſta crew of thy confedetates: 
And dap me vp where none miglit come at me, 
Nor Iat any to reucale my wrongs. 
What madding fury did polleſſe thy wits? 
Or wherein ili that I offended thee? 

Lor. Aduiſe you bettet Bel umperiæ, 


For 
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ForThaue doneyouno dilp ent: 
Vuleſſe by more diſcretion then deſerwd, | 
I fought to ſaue your honour and mineowne, 
Bel. Mine honour, why Lorenzs,whertein iſt, 
That Inegle@myreputation fo, 
As you, or any need to reſcue it. eh 
Lor. His highnes and my Father were reſolu'd, 
To come conferre with olde Hieronimo, 
Concerning certainematters ofeſtate, 
That by the Viceroy was determined, 
Bel. And wherein was mine honout toucht in that? 
Bal, Haue patience Bel-imperia, hearethe reſt, 
Lor. Me next in ſight as meſſenger they ſent, 
To giue him notice x they were ſo ni h 
Now when I came conſorted with the Prince, 
And vnexpected in an Arbourthere, 
Found Bel-imperia with Horatio. 
Bel. How than? 
Lu. Why thenremembring that olde diſgrace, 
Which you tor Don Andrea had indurde, 
And now were likely longer to ſuſtaine. 
By being found ſo meanely accompanied: 
Thought rather, for Ine no readier meane, 
To thruſt Horatio forth my fathers way. 

Bal. And carry you obſcurely ſome where els, 
Leaſt that his highnes ſhould haue found you there. 
Bel. Euen fo my Lord, and you are witnelle, 

That this is true which he entieateth of. 
Vouſ gentle brother) forged this for my ſake, 
And you my Lord, were made his inſtruement: 
A worke of worth, worthy the noting too. 
But whats the cauſe that you concealde mo ſince? 
Lor Your melancholly Siſter ſince thenewes, 
Ot your firſt fauourite Dor Andreas death, 
My Fathers olde wrath hath exaſperate. 
Bal. And better waſt for you being in diſgrace, 
To abſent your ſelfe and giue his fury place. 
(3 2: 
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The Spaniſh Tragedic. 
Bel But why had I no notice of his ire? 
Lor. That were to add more fewell to your fire. 
Who burnt like Aetnefor Andreas lolle. 
Bel. Hath not my Father then enquirde for me 
Lor. Siſter he hath,and thus exculde I thee. 
He whiſpereth in her eare. 
But Bel. mperia, ſee the gentle prince, 
Looke on thy loue, beholde yong Balthazar, 
Whoſe paſs1ons bythy preſence are inereaſt, 
And in whoſe melanchollie thou maieſt ſee, 
Thy hate, his loue: thy flight, his following thee. 
Bel. Brother youare become an Oratour, 
Iknow not I, by what experience, 
Too pollitick tor me, paſt all compare, 
Since laſt I ſa you, but content your ſelſe, 
The Prince is meditating higher things, 
Bal. Tis of thy beauty then that conquers Kings, 
Of thoſe thy treſſes e Ariadnes twines, 
Where with my libertie thou haſt ſurpriſde. 
Of that thine iuorie front my ſorrowes map, 
Wherein ſee no hauentoreſt my hope. 
Bel. To loue, and feare and both at once my Lord, 
In my conceipt, are things of more import, 
Then womens wits are to be buſied with, 
Bal. Tis Ithat loue. 
Bel. Whome? 
Bal. Bel- imperia. 
Bel. But I that feare. 
Bal. Whome? 
Bel. Bel-imperia. 
Lor. Feare your ſelfe? 
Bel. L brother, | 
Lor, How? (looſe, 
Bel. As thoſe, that what they loue are loath, and feare to 
Bal. Then faire, let Balhazar your keeper be, 
Bel. No, Balthazar Goth feare as well as we, 
Ei tremulo met is pauidum iunxei e timorem, 


fe, 
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Et vanum ſtolide proditionss ops. 1561 
Lor. Maran argue things ſo ; 


Weele goe continue this diſeourſe at Court, 
Bal. Led by the loadſtar of her heauenly lookes, 

Wends poore oppreſſed Balthazar, 

As ore 4 4 mountains walkes the wanderer, 

Incertain to effect his Pilgrimage. | Extunt. 


Enter two Portingales, and Hieronimo 
meets them. 
1 By your leaue Sir. 
Hiero. Good leaue haue you, nay, 1 pray you goe, 
For ile leaue you, if you can leaue melo, | 
2 Pray you which is the next way to my L. the Dukes. 
Hiero. The next way fromme. - 
To his houſe we meane, 
Hero. O hard by, tis yon houſe that you ſee. 
2 You could not tell vs, if his Sonne were there. 
Hiero, Who, my Lord Lorenz.0? 
1 I Sir, 
He goeth inat one doore and comes out at ano: er. 
Hiero, Oh forbeare, for other talke for vs far fitter were. 
But if you be importunate to know, 
The way to him, and where to finde him out, 
Then liſt to me, and lle teſolue your doubt. 
There is a path vpon your left hand ſide, 
That leadethfrom a guiltie conſcience, 
Vnto a forreſt of diſtruſt and feare. 
A darkeſome placeand dangerous to paſſe. 
There ſhall you meet with melancholly thoughts, 
Whoſe balefull humours if you but vpholde, 
It will conduct you to diſpaire and death: 
Whoſe rockie cliffes, hen you haue once behelde, 
Withina hugie dale of laſting night, 
That kind ed with the worlds miquities, 
Doth caſt vp filthy and deteſted fumes. | 
Not far from thence where murderers laue built, 
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T be Spaniſh tragedie. 
A habitation for their curſed ſoules: 


Thercinabrazen Caldron fixt by eue, 


In his fell wrath vpona ſulpher flame: 


Your ſelues ſhall finde Lorenzo bathing him, 

In boyling lead and blood of innocents. 
1 Ha, a, ha. | 
Hliero. Ha, ha, ha: why ha, ha. ha. Farewell good ha, ha, ha. 

Exit. 

2 Doubtles this man is paſsing lunaticke, 

Or imperteRion of his age doth make him dote. 

Come, lets away to ſeek my Lord the Duke. 


Enter Hieronimo witha Ponyard in one hand, 
and a Rope in the other. 


Hiro. Now Sir, perhaps I come and ſee the King, 
The King ſees me. and faine would heare my ſute. 
Why isnot this a ſtrange and ſeld ſeene thing. 

That ſtanders by with toyes ſhould ſtrike me mute. 
Go too, Iſee their ſhifts, and ſay no more, 
Hieronimo, tis time for thee to trudge. 
Downe by the dale that flowes with purple gore, 
Standethafirie Tower, there ſits a judge, 
Vpona ſeat of ſteele and molten braſſe: 
And twixt his teeth he holdes a fire-brand, 
That leades vnto the lake where hell doth ſtand. 
Away Hieronimo to himbe ne: 4 
Heele doe thee iuſtice for Horatio death. 
Turne down this paththou ſhalt be with him ſtraite, 
Or this, and then thou needſt not take thy breth, 
This way, or that way: ſoft and faire, not ſo: 
Tor if I hang or kill my ſelſe, lets know 
Who will reuenge Horatio; murther then? 
No, no, fie no: pardon me, ile none of that: 
He flings away the dagger & halter. 
This way ile take, and this way comes the King, 
He takes them vp againe. 


And 


ter. 


T be Spenilh trages. 
Andheere pliers Crewe "5 
And Baitbazarile be with thee to bring, '* 
And thee Lorenzo, heeres the Ki 
And heere, I heere,there goes the hareaway. 


Enter Xing, Embaſſador, Caſtile, and Lorenzo. : 
King. Now ſhew Embaſſadour what our Viceroy ſaich, 
Hath hee recciu'd the articles we ſent? 
Hiero. Iuſtice, O iuſtice to Hieronims, + 
Lor. Back, ſeeſt thou not the King is buſie? 
Hiero, O, is he ſo. | 
King. Who is he that interrupts our buſines? 
Hiero. Not I, Hieronimo beware, goe by, goe by. | 
Embaſ. Renowned King he hathrecemedand read, 

Thy kingly proffers,and thy promiſt league, 

And as a man extreamely ouer- ioyd, 

To heare his Sonne ſo Princely entertainde, 

Whoſe death he had ſa ſolemnely bewailde. 

This for thy further ſatiſfaction, 

And lingly loue, he kindely lets thee know 

Firſt, for the marriage of his Princely Sonne, 

With Bel imperia thy beloued Neece, 

The newes are more delightfull to his ſoule, 

Then myrrh or incenſe to the offended heauens, 

In perſon therefore will he come himſelfe, 

To ſee the marriage rites ſolemnized, 

And in the preſence of the Court of Spaine, 

To knita ſure inexecrable band, 

Of Kingly loue, and euerlaſting league, 

Betwixt the Crow nes of Spaine and Portingale. 

There will he giue his Crowne to Balhazar, 

And makea Queene of Bel-imperia. | 
King. Brother, how like you this our Vice-roiesloue? 
Caſt. No doubt my Lord, it is an argument 

Of honorable care to keepe his freend, 

And wondrous zeale to Balthazar his ſonne? 


Nor am l leaſt indebted to his grace, 


g 
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That bends his liking ro my daughter thus. 
Em. Now laſt(dread Lord)heere hath his highnes ſent, 
Although he ſend not that his Sonnereturne, 
His ranſome due to Don Horatio. 
Hiero, Horatio,who cals Horatio? 
King. And well remembred, thank his Maieſtie. 
Heere, lee it giuento Horatio. 
Hiero. Jullice,O iuſtice, juſtice gentle King. 
King. Who is that? Hieronimo? 
Hiero. Iuſtice, O iuſtice, O my ſonne, my ſonne, 
My Sonne whom naught can ranſome or tedeeme. 
Lor. Hieronimo,you are not well aduiſde. 
Hxro. Away Lorenzo hinder me no more, 
For thou haſt made mebankruprof my bliſſe: 
Giue me my ſonne you ſhall not tanſome him. 
Away, ile rip the bowels of the earth, 
He diggeth with his dagger. 
And Ferrie ouer to thElian plaines, | 
And bring my Sonne to ſhew his deadly wounds. 
Stand from about me, ile makea pickaxc of my poniard, 
And hcere ſurrender yp my Marthalſhip : 
For Ile goe marſhall yp the feends in hell, 
To be auenged on you all for this. 
King. What meanes this outrage? will none of you fe» 
ſtraine his fury? 
Hiero. Nay (oft and faire, you ſhall not need to ſttiue, 
Needs muſt he goe that the diuels driue. 
| Exit. 
King. What accident hath hapt Hieronimo: 
I hauc not ſeene him to demeane him ſo. S 
Lor. My gratious Lord, he is with extreame pride, 
Conceiued of yong Horatio his Sonne, 
And couetous of hauingto himſelfe, 
The ranſome of the yong Prince Balbarar. 
Diſtract and in a manner lunarick, 
King, Beleeue me Nephe v we are ſorie fort, 
Tlus is the loue that Fathers beare their ſonaes: 


Pur 


5 The 
But gentle brother. goe 
The Princes raunſome, 
For what he hath Hor æis ſhall not want, 175 Hen 
eee ubs tina. 
Lor. But if he be thus hel Tm EY 307 

Tisrequiſite his office be r 

And giuen to one of more diſcretion 


Kme. We ſhall encreaſe his wendet. | 
Tis be that we ſet further in is ſirſt x; Iwo 5 | 
Till when, our ſelfe will exempt ä — 0 17 | 1 
And Brother,now — the Embaſſador, :: 2101 
That he may be a witnes of thematch. | 
T whxt Balt —— Bel. 
And that we may prefixe a — 
Wherein the marriage 3 
That we may haue Jn rar the 

Em. Therein your e 


His Maieſtie, DIED lon — — 
Xing, On then hexejoul,ordEmbaladour, 


ee. 
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Enter Hieronimo wichabookintichand. eg U 
Vinditta mihi. 17401 N 212033 dn 201 0L t 251 10 1727 
I. heauen will be reuenged of eueryill. N. oo 


Nor will they ſufter murder ynr ot 
hen ſtay Hieronimo,aneend yhveitwild +> og Wen 1 
For mortall men A TT ” nad wil 
Per ſcelus ſemper tulum ei deri iter: 

Strike, and ſttike home ere eee, 
For euils vnto Is eonducdors be. 
nd deaths the worſt of reſo] ation, 
Cor he that thinks with patience ro'contend, 
o quiet life, hislifethall eaſily end! 
Fata ſi miſenos iuuant habe: — | 
Fata ſi vitam negant, babes ſe nlobrans. | 
fdeſhniethy mileries doe 5 [254 Þ voy H 


hen haſt thou health,and bappi ſhaltchou ber: 


1? 6, qm mo; 4 
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Yet ſhalt thon be aſſuredofatombe:- . 


Oy — „„ — —— —_— 


' 


be Spamſh Tragedis. 
If deſtinie devietheelife iin. 4 


If neither, yet let this thy comfort be, * 

Heauen couereth him thathathno burial, - © + +1 [1 

And to conclude, I willxtuenge his death, 8 

But how?notas the vulgare wits of men. 

Withop ent 

Asby a lecret,yet a certain meane, 99 

Which vnder kindeſhip wilbe cloked beſt. 

Wiſe men will take their oportunitie. 

Cloſely and ſafehy fitting things to time:: 

But in extreames aduantage hath no time. 

And therefore all times fit not forreuenge: 

Thus therefore will I reſtame in vnreſt, 

Diflembling quietin eas, y i ll Vo 

Not ſeeming that Lknow then nillamess ©: 1h 2h L 

I hat my ſimplieitie may inlake them think, . 

That ignorantly I willdetallſlip tt! 

For ignorance I wot, and well they knaoẽw 1.) © 

Remedua malorum mers eſt. 

Nor ought auailes it me to menace them, 

Who asa wantrieſtormevphn A plane, 

Will beare me downe with their nobilitie. 

No, no, Hieronimo, thou muſt enioyne 

I hine eie to obſeruation and thy tung 

To milder ſpeeches, then thy ſpir it ords, 19 

Thy hart to patience, andthy bands to reſt, f 

Thy Cappe to cutteſie and thy knee to bo wm. 

Till to rueingethou know hen, xhere, aud ho ww. 

How now, hat noiſe, what.coile is that you keepe / 
rl Anciſe within, 


+ +Entera Seruant. 
Ser, Heereare a {ortofpoorePetitioners; - 
That areimportunate and it ſhall pleaſe youly, 
I hat you ſhould plead their caſes to the King. 
Hicro. I hat I thould plead their ſeuerall actions, 


Why let chem enter, andlet me ſee them. \ 
Enter 


eiae \ 


- 
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Nou muſt I bearea face — 


ithint, 


Enter 


Come on firs, whats the matter? 


811 
8 * 


T be Sp 
Enter three Cittiæe Man - 
Sol tell youthis for learningandforlaw;, , 05 
Theres not any aduocate in Span .; 
That can preuaile, or will take halfethe paine, 
That he will in purſuite of equitie. 
Hiero, Come neere you men that thus importune me, 


For thus I vide before my Marihalihip, 
To pleade in cauſes as Corrigedor. 


2 Sir an Action. % 

Hiero. Of Batterie? | 

1 Mineof debt, 

Hiero, Giue place. 

2 No fir, mine is an action ofthe caſe. 

3 Mine an Eiectione firma bya Leaſe. 

Hiero, Content you ſirs, are you determined, 
That I ſhould plead your ſeuerall ations? 

1 I fir, andheeres my declaration, 

2 And heere is my band. 

3 And heere is my leaſe. 

They giue him paper 

Fro, But wherefore ſtands yon ſilly man ſo mute. 
With mournfull eyes and hands to heauen vprearde? 
Come hether father, let me know thy cauſe. 

Senex.O worthy ſir, my cauſe but ſlightly knowne, 
May mooue the harts of warlike Myrmydons, 
Andmelt the Corſicke rockes withruthfullteares. 

Hiero, Say Father, tell me whats thy ſute? 

Sene x. No ſir, could my woes 
Giue way vnto my moſt diſtresfull words, "11 
Then ſhould I not in paper as you ſee, 7 
With incke bewray,what blood began in me. 

Hiero, Whats heere? the humble ſupplication 
Of Don Barulto fox his murdred ſonne. 

Senex. Sir. 

Hiero, No (ir, it was my murdred ſonne, oli my ſonre. 

H 2 My 


3 


— 


Tregedie, 
My ſonne, oh my Tp 


But mine, or thine, Aru be content, 
Heere, take my hand - kercher and wipe thine cies, 
Wlules wretched |, in thy miſhaps may ſee, 
The liuely portrait of my dying ſelte, 
He drawethouta bloudie Napkin, 

O no,not this, Horatio this was thine, 
Andwhenl dydei it in thy deereſt blood, 
Thus wasatokentwixt thy ſoule and me, 
That of thy death reuenged I ſhouldbe. 
But heere, take this, and this, what my purſe? 
I this and that, and allofthem are thine, 
For all as one are our extremeties. 

1 Oh, ſee the kindenes of Hieronimo. 

2 This gentlenes ſnewes him a Gentleman. 

Hiero, See, lee, oh ſee thy thame Hierommo, 
See heerea lowing Father to his ſonne: 
— holde the ſorrowes and the {ad laments, 

I hathe deliuereth for his ſonnes diceaſe. 

1: loues elſects ſo ſtriues inleſler things, 
If louc enforce ſuch moodes in meaner wits, 
If loue expreſſe ſuch power in N eſtates: 
Hlieronimo, When as aragin 
Toſt withthe winde an _ ore turneſt then 
The vpper billowescourle of waues to keep, 
Whuleſt leſſer waters labour in the deepe. 
Then ſhameſt thou not Hieronimo to neglect, 
The ſweet reuenge of thy Horatio. 
Though on this earth iuilice will not be found: 
Ile downe to hell and in this paſsion, 
Knockat the diſmall gates of Plutos Court, 
Getting by force as once Alcides did, 
A troupe of ſuries and tormenting g hagges, 
To torture Don Lorenzoand the reſt, 
Vet lealtthe triple headed porter ſhould, 
Denye my paſſage tothe ſl1my ſtrund: 
The Tosca Ifoet thou ihalt counterfeite: 


kin. 


, T be Spaniſh" 7 18 hi” 228 
Come onolde Father bemy Orban, 


| Gocbark my ſonne, complaineto Eacut, 


And if thou canſt no notes the Hupe, 
Then * the — 
Till we do gaine that Proferpme may . 
Reuenge — them that mutdred my Sonn 
Then will I rent and teare them thus and thus, 

Shivering their limmes in peeces with my teeth. 


> _  TearethePapers, 
1 Oh ſir my Declaration, po 
Exit Hieronmo and they after. 


2 Saue my bond. ä 
Enter Hieronimo. 

2 Saue my bond. 

3 Alas my leaſe, it coſt me ten 2 
And you my Lord haue torne the ſame. 

Flier). That can not be, l e it neuer a wound, 
She me one drop of bloud fall from the lame: 
How is it poſsible I ſhould ſlay it then, 


Tuch no, run after, catch me if you can. 
Exeunt all but the olde man. 


Bazylto remaines till Hieronimo enters againe, who 
ſtaring him in the face ſpeakes. 
Hiero. Andart thou come Horatio fromthe depth, 
To aske for iuſtice in tius vpper earth 
To tell thy Father thouart vnreueng d, 
To wring more teares from Iſabellas cies? 
Whoſe lights are dimd withouer-long laments. 


For heeres no iuſtice, gentle boy be gone. 
For iuſtice is exiled from the earth: 
H eronimo will beare thee company: 1 
I hy mother cries onn1ghteous Radamant, 
For iuſt reuenge againſſ the murderers. 
Senex. Alas my L hence ſpri gs this troubled ſpeec li 
Hiero. But let melooke on my H ratis: 


Sweet boy how artthouchang'd in deaths black ſhade? " 
H 3 Had 


2 4 
0 * — E - 
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Had —_— no pitticon thy youth? 
But ſuffered thy fat crimſon colourd ſpring, 
With withered winter to be blaſted 
Horatio, thou art older then thy Father: 
Ah tuthleſſe Father, that fauour thus transformess 
Bs. Ah my good Lord. I am not your yong Sonne. 
Hie. What, not my Sonne/ thou then, a furie art, 
Sent from the emptie Kingdome of blacke night, 
To ſummon me to make appearance: 
Before grim MAynos and ul Radamant. 
To plague I ieronimo that is remille, 
And ſeekes not vengeance for Horatioes death. 
Ba, Tama greeued man and not a Ghoſt, 
That came for iuſtice for my murdered Sonne. 
Hie. I, nov I know thee, now thounameſt my Sonne, 
Thou art the liuely image of my griefe, 
Within thy face, my ſorrowes I may ſee. 
Thy eyes are gumꝰ' d with teares, thy cheekes are wan, 
Thy torehead troubled, and thy muttring lips 
Murmure ſad words abruptly broken off, 
By force of windie ſighes thy ſpirit breathes, 
And all this ſorrow riſetn for thy Sonne: 
And ſelfe ſame ſorrow feele I for my Sonne. 
Come in old man, thou ſhalt to abel, 
Leane on my arme, Ithee, thou me ſhalt ſtay, 
And thou, and I, and ſhe will ſing a ſong: 


Three parts in one, but all of diſcords fram'd, 


. Talkenot of cords, but let vsnow be gone, 


For witha cord Horatio was ſlaine. Exeunt. 
Enter King of Spaine, the Duke, Vice-roy, and Lorenzo, 
Balthazar, Don Pedro, and Blumperia, 


King. Go Brother it is the Dake of Caſtles cauſe, ſalute the 


ier. roy in our name. | 
Calti'e, 1 go. V 

Vice. Go forth Don Pedro for thy Nephews ſake, 

And greet the Duke of Caſtile. 

echo, It ihull be ſo. 
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King. And now to asu : 


For as we now are, ſo — 
Kings and commanders of the weltenipindies; - 
Welcome braue Vice-roy to the Court of Spaine, 
And welcome all. highonorabletraine:r”” 1 ©: 
Tis not ynknowneto vs, for why youcome;: | 
Or haue ſo kinglycroſt the Seas: \ 
Suffiſeth it ith, we note the troth, 
And more then common loue you lend to vs] . 
So is it that mine honorable Nec, ” 
For it beſeemes vs now thatitbe knowne, t4 ml 1 
Already is betrothd t ata rr: * 
And by appointment and our condiſcent, | l 
To morrow are they to be married. 
„ Io this intent we entertaine thy ſelfe, 


Thy tollo wers. 
Speak men of Portingale, ale, ſhall it beſor 
no, 


It I. y ſo: if not 
Vice. Renowned Kin — 
With doubtfull followers,vnreſoluedmen, | 91 
But ſuchas haue vpon thine articles. a 
Confirmed thy motionandcontentedians,| 
Know foucraigne] I cometoſolemnize 1! |: „ 21d i 
The marriage of thy belotied Neece. 1) 
Fairc Bel-imperia with my Balkbazar, 322 
With thee my Sonne whom ühlt 3 
Heere take my Crowne, L giue it „ 
And let — — n } 
In ceaſeleſſe praiers, /\) 
To think how ſtrangely hedge | 
King, See brother; (ce, how nature ſtrives in him, 
ehe Come worthy Vice. roy and accompany 5 * 5 
Thy freend, witht tremities nn 106. 
A place more priuate fits tlus princely h-õ/ꝰw dd. 1 
Vice, Or heere or where your highnesthinks ĩt goods! A 
1 Exennt all but Ce und Lor. N 
Ca Nay.ſtay Lo: enxo, let me talke with ji 
Ring. geeſt 


1 * 4 
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Sceſ} POPs. on. Kings? 
Lor. I doe my Lord. and ioy to ſee the ſame. 
Caſ. And knoweſt thou why this meeringis? 
Lor. For her my Lord, whom Batbazardoth loue, 
And to confirme theirpromiſed marriage. 
Caſ-She is thy Siſter? 
Lor, Who Bel-imprria,l my gratious Lord, — 
And this is the day, that I hauclongd ſo happily to ſee. 
Caſ. Thou wouldſt be loath that an fault of thme, 
Should intercept her in her happiness. T9 
Lor. Heauens will not let Lerenzo crre ſo much, 
Caſ. Why then Lorenzo liſten to my words: 
It is ſuſpected and reported too, 
That thou Lorenzo wrongſt Hicromimo, 
And in his ſutes towards his Maieſtie, 
Still ke epſt him back and ſeeks to croſſe his ſute. 
Lor. That I my Lord? | 
Caſ, tell thee Sonne my ſelfe haue heard it aid, 
When to my ſorrow I haue beene aſhamed 
To anſwere for thee, though thou art my ſonne, 
Lorento, knoweſt thou not the common loue, 
And kindenes that Hieramimo hath wane, 
By his deſerts within the Court of Spaine? 
Or ſeelt thou not the K my brothers care, 
In his behalfe, and to procure his health? 
Lorenxo, ſnouldſt thou thwart his paſsions, 
And hee exclameagainſt thee to che King. 
What honour wert in this aſſembly, 
Or whata ſcandale wert among the Kings, 
To heare Hierommo exclaime on thee. 
Tel! me and looke thou tell me truely too, 
Whence growes the ground of this report in Court. 
Lor. My L. it lyes not in Larenxos power, 0 
To ſtop the vulgar liberall of their tongues: 
A ſwuaſl aduantage m & es a water breach, 
And no man liues that long contentethall. 
Caſ. My ſelte haue ſeene thee buſie to keep back, 2 
im 


im 


las. how eaſie is it for him to erre? 


Ler. 2 - CN 

hat ill beſeemde preſence of a King, 

And for Ipittied him in his diſtreſſe, 

helde him thence with kinde and curteous 

\ 5 free from malice to Harem, 

Is to my ſoule my Lord. a 
Caf, Hier onimo my ſonne, miſtakes thee then, . 
Lor. My gratious Father, beleeue meſo he doth, 

Zut whats a filly man diſtratin minde. 

o think vpon the murder of his ſonne: 


zut for his ſatis faction and the worlds, 
were good my L. that Hieromimo and I, 
ere reconcilde, if he miſconſter me. 

Caſ. Lorenzo thou haſt ſaid, it ſnalbe , 
oe one of you and call Hieronime, 


Enter Baltharæ aud Bel-imperia, 
Bal. Come Bel-imperie,Balthazars content, 
My ſorrowes eaſeand ſoueraigne of my bliſſe, 
Sith heauen hath ordainde thee to be mine: 
Diſperce thoſe cloudes and melanchollie lookes, 
\ ndcleere them vp with thoſe thy Sunne bright eies, 
herein my hope and heauens faite beautie lies 
. Bel. My lookes my Lord, are fitting for my loue, 
hich new begun, can ſhew, brighter yet. 
Bal. New kindled flames ſhould burneas morning Sun, 
Bel. But not too faſt, leaſt heate and all be done. 
I ſce my Lord my Father. 
Bal. Truce my loue, I will goe ſalute him. ; 
Caſ Welcome Bal bar ar, welcome braue Princg, > 
hepledge of Caſtilesprace: 4 
\nd welcome 1 now girle : 
hy commeſt thou ſadly to ſalute vs thus? 
ontent thy ſelfe for Iam ſatisfied, 
t is not now as when Andrea liu d, 


The Spaniſli Trapedie, 
We haue forgotten and forgiuen = 
And thouart — with a happier loue, 
But Balthazar heere comes Hicronme. 
Ile haue a word with him. 


f 


nter Hieronimo and a Scruant, 
Hiero. And wheres the Dyke? 
Ser. yonder, | 
Hier u. Euen ſo: whatnew deuice haue they deuiſed tro? 
Pocas Palabrat, milde as the Lambe, 
Iſt Iwill be reueng'dẽ nos Lam not the man, 
Caf. Welcome Hieronimo. 
Lor. Welcome Hieronimo. 
Bal. Welcome Hieronimo. ä 
Hiero. My Lords I thank you for Horatio, 
C al. Flicrommo, the realon that] ſent 
To ſpeak with you, is this, | 
Hiero. What, ſo ſhort? a 
Then ile be gone. thank you fort: 
Caſ. Nay, ſtay Hieronimo, goe call him ſonne. 
Hicronimo, my father craues a word with you. 
Hicro, With me ſir? why my L. I thought you had done. 
Ler. No, would he had. (Sonne, 
C Hlicrommo, I hear you ſinde your ſelfe agreeuedat my 
Becauſe you haue not acceſſe vnto the Ning, 
And ſay tis he that intercepts your ſutes. 
Hicro. Why, is not this a miſerable thing my Lord? 
Caf. Hieronimo, IL hope you haue no caule, 
And would be loth that one of your deſerts, 
Should once haue reaſon to lulpe& my Sonne, 
Conſidering how I think of you my ſelfe. 
Hiero. Your ſonne Lorenzo, whome, my noble Lord 
The hope of Spaine, mine honourabletreend? 
Graunt me the combat of them, if they dare. 
Drawes out his Word. 
le meet him face to face to tell melo. 
Tele be the ſcandalous teports of ſuch, 
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T he Spaniſh trages. 
As loues not me, and hate my Lord too mug. 
Should I ſuſpect Lorenzo would preuent, | 
Or croſſe my ſute, that loued my Sonne ſo well. 
My Lord, lam aſhamed it ſhould be ſaid. 

Lor. Hieronimo, L neuer gaue you cauſe. 

Hero. My good Lord, I know you did not. 

Caf. There then pauſe, and for the ſatisfaction of the 


Hieronimo frequent my homely houſe, (world, 
ro? The Duke of Caſtile Cipriansancient ſeat, 
And when thou wilt, vſe me, my ſonne, and it:: 


But heere before Prince Balthaxar aud me, 
Embrace each other, and be perfect freends. 
Hiero. I marry my Lord, and ſhall: 
Freends(quoth he) ſee, Ilebefreends with you all. 
Specially with you my louely Lord, 
For diuers caules it is ſit for vs, 
That we be freends, the world is ſuſpitious, 
And men may think what we imagine not. 
Bal. Why this is freendly doone Hieronims. 
Lor. And that L hope olde grudges are forgot. 
Hiero, What els, it were a ſhame it ſhould not be ſu. 


e. Caſ. Come on Hieronimo at my requeſt, 
ae, Let vs entreat your company to day. | 
my Exenrt, 


Fiero. Yor Lordihips to commaund, 
Pha: keep your way. 25 


Ai. Chi mi fa? Pui Correz.za Che non ſole 
Tradito viba atrade vule. | Exit. 


Enter Ghoaſtand Reuenge. 
G hoſt, 
Awake Friſtha, Cerberus awake, 
Sollicite Pluto gentle Proſerpine, 
To combat Achinon and Fricus in hell, 
For neere by Six and Phlegeton : 
Nor ferried Caron to the fierie lake, 
Such fearfull ſights, as poore Andrea ſet? 
. I-2 Renenge 


Reuenge. | 
Awake, for why? 
Ghoſt. 


Awake Reuenge, for thou art ill aduiſde, 
Th ſleepe, away, what, thou art warndto watch. 


Rexenge. 
Content thy ſelfe, and doe not trouble me. 
Ghoſt. 
Awake Renenge, if loue as loue hath had, 
Haue yet the power or preuailance in hell, | 
Hieronimo with Lorenzo is ioynde in league, v 
And intercepts our paſſage to revenge: 
Awake Rewenge,or we are woe degone. 
Renenge, 
Thus worldlings ground what they haue dreamd vpon, 
Content thy ſelfe Andres,though I ſleepe, 
Vet is my mood ſoliciting their ſoules, 
Sufficeththee that poore Hicrommo, 
Cannot forget his — Horatio. 
Nor dies Reuenge although he ſleepe a while, 
For in vnquiet, quietnes is faind: 
And ſlumbring is a common worldly wile, 
Beholde Andrea for an inſtance how, 
Reuenge hat h ſlept, and then imagine thou, 


What tis to be ſubieR to deſtinie. 


Enter a dumme ſhew. 


hoſt. 
A wake Reuenge, reueale this miſterie. 
Reuenęe. f 
The two firſt the nuptiall Torches boare, 
As brightly burning as the mid-dajesſunne: 
But after them doth Himen hie as faſt, 
Clothed in ſable, and a Saffron robe, 


And blowes them out, and quencheth them with blood, 


As 


— 


3 


Stan at 
T he Spaniſh T rage — 
As diſcontent that things continue ſo. 
Gboſt, 
Sufficethme thy pe). er nero. 
And thanks to thee and thoſe infernall powers, 
That will not tollerate a Louerswoe, 
Reſt thee for I will ſit to ſee the reſt, 
— 
Then argue not for thau 
5 | Ext. 
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Actus Quartus, 


Enter Bel-imperiaand Hieronimo. 


- 


Vel. i 

S this the loue thou bearſt Horatio: 
Is this the kindnes that thou counterfeits, 
Are theſe the fruits of thine inceſſant teares: . 
Heeronimo are theſe thy paſsions? 
Thy proteſtations, and thy deepe laments, 
That thou wert wont to wearie men withall. 

O vnkind Father, O deceitfull world, | 

With what excuſes canſt thou ſhew thy ſelfe? 
With what diſhonour,and the hate of men, 

From this diſhonour and the hate of men: 

Thus to neglect the loſſe and life of him, 

Whom both my letters, and thine owne beliefe, 
Aſſures thee to be cauſles ſlaughtered. 
Hyieronimo, for ſhame Hieronimo: 

Be not a Hiſtory to after times, 

Of ſuch ingratitude vnto thy Sonne. 

Vnhappy Mothers of ſuch children then, 

But monſtrous Fathers, to forget ſo ſoone 

The death of thoſe, whom they with care and coſt 
Haue tendred ſo, thus careles ſhould be loſt, 
My ſelfe a ſtranger in reſpectofthee, 
So loued his life, as (ill I wiſh their deathes, 
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Nor ſhall his death be vnreuengd me. 
Although beare it out for faſhions fake: 
For heerel ſweare in ſight of heauen and earth, 
Shouldſt thounegle&the loue thou ſhouldſt retaine, 
And giue it ouer and deuiſe no more, 
My ſelfe ſnould ſend their hatefull * to hel, 
That: wrought his downfall with extreameſt death, 
Hie. But may it be that Bel-imperia 
Voves ſuch reuenge as ſhe hath daind to ſay: 
Why then I ſee that heauen applies our drift, 
And all the Saints doe ſit ſoliciting 
For vengeance on thoſe curſed murtherers 
Madame tis true and now find it ſo, 
I tound a letter, written in your name, 
And in that letter, how Horatio died. 
Pardon, O pardon Bel-imperia, 
My feare and care in not beleeuing it, 
Nor thinke, I thoughtles thinke ypon a meane, 
To let his death be vnrevengꝰ d at full, 
And heere l vou, ſo you but; giue conſent, 
And will conceale my reſolution, * 
I will ere long determine of their deathes, 
That cauſles thus laue murderd my Sonne. 
f Bel. Hieronimo, Iwill conſent, conceale, 
And ought that may effect for thineauaile, 
Ioyne w th thee to reuenge Horatroes death. 
Hier. On then, h itloeuer! deuiſe, 
Let me entreat you grace my practiſes. 
For vw . the plots already in mine head, 
Heere they ate. 


Enter Balthezar and Lorenzo. 


NH now Hieronimowhat,courting Bel-imperia. 
Hiero. Imy Lord, fuch courtmg as Ipromiſe you 

She hath my ha: t,but you my Lord haue hers. (heipe. 
Lov. But now H:cronmoor neuet we are to intreate your 

Hie,Ny hip, why my good Lords aſure your ſelues of me, 


0 TD . > 
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For you haue you me cauſe,l 3 my faith haue you. 
Bal. It plealde you atthe entertammentofthe Eml 

To grace the King ſo much as withaſhew, (dour, 

Now wereyour ſtudie ſo well furniſhed, x 

As for thepaſzing of the firſt nights ſport, 

To entertaine my Father with the like: 

Or any ſuch like pleaſing motion, 

Aſſure your ſelfe it would content them well. 
Hiero. Is thisall? | . 
Bal. I, this is all. 
Hiero. Why then ile fir you, ſay no more. 

When I was yong I gaue my minde, 

And plide my ſelfe to fruitles poetrie: 

Which though it profite the profeſſox naught, 

Jet is it paſsing pleaſing tothe world, 
Lor. And how for that? 
Hiero. Marrie my good Lord thus. 

And yet me thinks you are too quick with vs. 

When in Tolledo there I ſtudicd, 

It was my chaunce to write atragedie, 


See heexe my Lords. He ſhewes them a book. 
Which long forgot, I found this other day, 


Now would your Lordſhips fauour me ſo much, 
As but to grace me with your acting it, 
Imeane each one of you to play a part, 
Aſſure you it will proue moſt paſsing ſtrange, 
And wondrous plauſible to that aſſembly. 
Bal. What would you haue vs play a Tagedier 
Hiero. Why Nero thought it no diſparagement, 
And Kings and Emperours haue tane delight, 
To make experience of their wits inÞlaies? 
Lor, Naybe not angry good Hierommo, 
The Prince but aſkeda queſtion. 
Bal. In faith Hieronimo and you be in earneſt, 
Ile make one. 
Lor. And Ianother. 


Hiro, Now my good Lord, could you intreat, 
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The Spaniſh tragedie. 
Your Siſter Bel. imperia to make one, 
For whats a play without a woman in it? lle 
Bel. Little intreaty ſhall ſerue me I ierunomo, Fo 


For I muſt needs be imployed inyour play. 
Fiero. Why this 1 well tell ow Lonkods, | 
It was determined to hauebeeneaRed, 
By Gentlemen and ſchollers too, 
Such as could tell what to ſpeak. 
Bal. Andnow it ſhall be plaide by Princes and Courtiers 


ſuchas can tell how to ſpeak: At 
Ifas it is our Country manner, Fo 
You will but let vs know the argument. Ai 
Hiero. That ſhall I roundly :the Cronicles of Spaine 10 
Recorde this written ofa Knight of Rodes, Al 
He was betrothed and weddedat the length, 
Toone Perſe da an Italian dame. | Ye 
Whole beauty rauiſhed all that her behelde, 
Efpecially the ſoule of Soliman, At 
Who at the marriage way the cheefeſt gueſt. 1 
By ſundry meanes fought Soma to winne, Lil 
Perſedasloue,and could not gaine the ſame. W 
Then gan he break his paſsions to a freend, At 
Oneothis Bathawes a he held full deere, At 
Her had this Baſhaw long ſolicited, So 
And ſaw the was not otherwiſe to be wonne, As 
But by her huſbands death this Knight of Rodes, W 
Whome preſently by trecherie he ſlew, 
She ſtirde withan exceeding hate therefore, 
As cauſe of this {lew Soliman. Bu 
And to eſcape the Biſhawes tirannie, Gi 
Did ſtab her ſelfe, and tlus the Tragedie. Tr 
Lor. O excellent, Co 
Bel. But ſay H. cronimo what then became of him M 
That was the Baſhaw? | | As 
Hiero. Marrie thus, moued withremorſe of his miſdeeds | T! 
Ran to a mountain topand hung himſelfe. | TD 
Bal, But whichot vs is to pertormethat parte, 1 TI 
70. 


$ 


ne play the murderer pra. 1: 


Hire. nn vn * 


For Lalready h | 
Bal, And what ſhall I. 

H-ero, Great Solimanthe — 
Lor. AndI. | 
Hiero. Eraſtus the Knight of Rhodes, 
Bel. And1, 

Hero. Perſeda,chaſteahd reſolute. 
And heere my Lords are ſeuerall abſtracts dramne, 
For eache of you to note your partes, 


And act it as occaſion's offred you. 
Jou muſt prouidea turkiſh cappe, 
A black muſtacio and a fauchion. 

Giues a paper to Bal. 
Youwith a crolle like to a Knightof Rhodes, 

Giues another to Loy. 
And Madame yy ou muſt ROY ſelfe, 

iueth Bel. another. 

Like Phæbe, Flora, or dbebamzelf. bs 
Which to your diſcretion ſhall ſcemebelt, _ 


Andas for me my Lords Ile looketoone, 

And with the raunſome that the Vice · xoy ſent, 

So furniſh and performe this tragedie, 

As all the world (hall ſay Hieronimo, 

Was liberall in gracing of it ſo. 
Bal. 12 me thinks a Comedie were better. 
Hicro. A Comedie,fie, comedies are fit for common wits 

But to preſent aKingly troupe withall, 

Giue mea ſtately written Tragedie. 

Tragedia cotber nato,fitting Kings, 

Containing g matter, and not commonthings. 

My] Lords, all this muſtbe perfourmed, 

As fitting for the firſt nights reuelling. 

The Italian Tragedians were ſo ſharpe of wit, 

That in one houres meditation, 


They would performe any thing in action. 
K Lor. 


The T ragedie; 

Lor. And well it may —— 
In Paru, mongſt the French Tragedians. 
Hero. In Parit, mas and well remembred, 
Theres one thing more that reſts for vs to doo. 

Bal. Whats that Hierunimo forget not any thing. 

Hiero. Each one of vs mult act his parte, 


Invakoownelan ben 

That it may holes emore yarietie, 

As you my Lord in Latin, Lin Greeke, 
Youin "habe for becauſe I know, 
That B-l-tmperia hath practiſed the French, 
In courtly French ſhall all her phraiſes be. 


Bel. You meane to trye my cunning then Hieronimo. 


Bal. But this will be a meereconfulion, 
And hardly ſhall we all be vnderſtoode. 
Hzero, It muſt be ſo, fot the concluſion 
Shall proue the inuention, and all was good: 
And Imy ſelfe in an Oration, 
That I will haue there behindea curtaine, 
And witha ſtrange and wondrous ſhew beſides: 
Aſlure your ſelfe ſhall make the matter know ne. 
And all ſhalbe concluded in one Scene, 
For theres no pleaſure tane in tediouſnes. 
Bal. How like you this? 
Lor. Why thus my Lord we muſt reſolue, 
To ſoothe his humors vp. 
Bal. On then Hieronmo, fare well till ſoone. 
Hiero. Loule plie this geere. | 
Lor. I warrant you. 
Hicro. Why ſo, now ſhall I ſee the fall of Babilon, 
Wrought by the heauens in thus confuſion. 
And it the world like not this tragedie, 


Hard is the hap of olde Hieronimo. Exit. 


| Enter fſabella witha weapon, 
Tell me no more, O monſtrous homicides, 
Since neither pietie nor pittie moues 


Exeunt all but Hiero. 


Rr. 


The Spaniſhtragalie 
The King to iuſtice or compaſaoαa e. 
Iwill — my ſelfe vpon this place, 
Where thus they murdered my beloned Sonne. 

She cuts downetht Arbour. 
Downe with theſe mme 
Of this vnfortunate andfatall pine. 
Downe with them bella, rent them vp, 
And burne the roots from whence the reſtis „ 
I will not leaue a root, a ſtalke;atree; : | 
A bowe, a branch, a bloſſome nora leaſe, nne 
No, not an hearb withinthis Plat. 1 
Accurſed complot of my miſerie, tn Ix) 
Fruitleſſe for euer may this be. 
Barren the carth,and Dult ewhoſocuer, 
Immagines not to keep it vnmanurde 
An Falterne winde comixt with noiſome aires, 
Shall blaſt the plants and the * 
The earth with Serpents ſhalbepe 
And paſſengers for ſeare to be infect, 
Shall ſtand aloofe, and looking at it, teil! TY: - 
There murdted dide the ſonne of Iſabell. 
Iheere he dide, and heere L himimabrace, | 
See where his Ghoalt ſolicites with his wounds,:: td gt 
Reuenge on her that ſhould reuenge his death; | 1 
H-eron:mo make haſte toſee e, 
For ſorrow and diſpaire hath ſcited me, | 
To heare Horatio plead with Radamant, A 
Make haſte, Hieronimo to holde exculdes , 95 
Thy negligence in purſute oftheir deaths, 
W ole farefall wrath bereu'd him of hisbreath, | 
Ahnay,thou doſt delay their deaths, 30411 444] 
Forgiues the murderers of thy noble ſonne 
And none but Ibeſtirre me to no end, | 
And as Icurſle tlus tree from further fruit, ö 
So ſhall my wombe be curſed for his fake, 
And with this weapon vvill I wound the breſt, $She fab 
The haples breſt that gaue Horatio ſuck, her ſelfe. 


K 2 Enter 
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Enter Hirronimo, e curtaine. 

Enter the Duke Cal. 


Co. How now Hieroniwowheres your fellows, 
That you take all this paine? 
Hero, O ſir, it is forthe Authors credit, 
To lock that all things may goe well: | | 1+ 
But good = let meintreatyour grace, 
Lo giue the King — 1 5 the plaie: 
This is the argument of what we ſhe, 
Iwill Hieronimo, 
Hiro. One thing more mygood Lord. 
Caf. Whats that? 
Hero, Let me intreat your grace, 
That when the traine are paſt into the gallerie, 
You would vouchſafe to tro we me downe the key, 
Caf: I will Hierantmovo, qr Exit Caf. 
Hiero. What are you ready Balthazar? 
Bringa chaire anda euſhionfortheKin K 
Enter Balthazar with a Chaire. 
Well doon Balthazar, hang vp the title. 
Ourſceneis Rhodes, whatisyour beardon? 
Bal. Halſe on, che other is in my hand. 
Hiero. Diſpatch for ſtamej ure you ſo one” 
on Exit Bal hat ar. 


Bethink thy ſelfe Hirvonime, . 

Recall thy wits,recompt thy former wrongs, 

Thou haſtreceiued by murder of thy ſonne. 

And laſtiy, not leaſt, how?/abel/; 10% Hin 

Once his mother 2nd thy deereſtwiſe: 

All woe begone for him hathſlaine her ſelſfe. 

Behoues thee then Hierunimo to be reueng d. 

The plot is laide of dire reuenge, 

On then Hieronimo purſut reuenge, 

For nothim l acting of reuenge. | 
| Exit Hreronimo. 
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King. Now Veel hllweſ ſhall we ſeethe aged 
Of Sole nan the T 
Performde ofpleaſure by — 3 
My Nephew Don — — ann 

4 Who, Bel impeſ ia: 5 

King. I. and Hieronimo our Marſtrall. 
At whoſe requeſt they deine to doo tbemſelues. 
Theſe be dur paſtimes in the Court 
Hcere brother. you ſhall be the booke-keeper. 
This is the argument of chat ſhew. 

| e giuethhima books. 


Gentlemen, this play of Hieronltito | in ſundrie Languages, Wat 
thought good to be ſet do vne in Engliſhmore largely, 
for the eaſier vnderſtanding tu eue 
publique Reader. 


Enter Balthazar Bebimperiaand Hieronimo. 


Balthazar. 
B Alhow, that Rhodes is ours, yeeld heauens the honor, 
And holy Mabometour ſacred Prophet: 
And be ho grac't with cuery excelence, 
That Soliman can giue, or thou deſire. 
But thy deſert in conquering Rhodes is leſſe, 
Then in reſeruingthis faire Chriſtian Nimph 
Perſeaa,blisfull lamp of Excellence: uy 
Whole eies compell likepowerfull Adamant, 
The warlike heart of Soleman to wait, . 
King. See Vice. Roy, that is CO Sonne, 
That repreſents the —— So 
How well he acts his amorous paſsion. 
Vice. I Bel-imperiahath taught him that. 
Caſtile, That's becauſe lis mind tunnes all on Bel-imperia 
K 3 Hier s. 


T he Spaniſh tragedie." 


Hiro. What euer ioy earthyeelds betide your Meieſtie. 


Balt. Earth yeelds no joy without Perſe 

Hiero. Let then Perſeda on your grace attend. 

Bali. She ſlrall not wait on me, but Jon her, 
Drawne by the influence of het lights, L yeeld. 


;louec. 


But let my friend theRhodian knight come foorth, 


Eraſto,dearer then my life to me, 
That he may ſee Perſeda my beloued. 


Enter Eraſte. 


King Heere comes Lorenzo,Jookevpontheplot, 


And tel me brother what part plaies he? 

Bel. Ah my Eraſto,welcome to Prrſeda, 

Lo. Thrice happie is Eraſto, that thou liueſt, 
Rhodes loſſe is nothing to Eraſtoes ioy: 
Sith his Perſedalines,his life ſuruiues. 

Balt, Ah Baſhaw,heere is loue betweene Eraſt⸗ 
And faire Perſeda ſoueraigne of my ſoule. 

Hiero. Remooue gras! mighty Sohy man, 
And then Perſeda will be quickly wonne. 
Balt. Eraſtois my friend and while he liues, 
Perſeda neuet will remooue her loue. 


Hiero. Let not Fraſtoliue, to greeue great Soliman. 


Balt. Deare is Eraſto in our Princly eye. 
Hiero. But if he be your riuall, let him die. 


Balt. V Vhy let him die, ſo loue commaundeth me. 


Vet greeue I that Eraſto ſhould fo die. 
Hiero. Eraſto, Solyman ſaluteth thee, 
And letsthee wit by me his highnes will: 
VVhichis, thou ſhouldſt be thus imploid. Stab 
Bel. Ay me Erafto,lee Solyman Eraſtoes ſlaine. 
Balt. Vet liueth Solyman to comfort thee, 
Faire Queene ofbeautie, let not faubur die, 
But with a gratious eye beholde his griefe, 
That with Perſedarrbeautie is encreaſt. 
It by Perſedac: grieke be not releaſt. 
Bel. Tyrant, deſiſt ſoliciting vaine ſutes, 


bim, 
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Relentlesare mine carestothy 


As thy butcher is pittileſſe andbaſe; Sn. 
VVhich ſeazd on my Eraſto, harmeleſſe knight, 
Vet by thy power thou thinkeſt to commannd, 


And to thy power Perſeda doth obe: 

But were ſhe able, thus ſhe would reuenge | 
Thy treacheries on thee ignoble Prince: Stab him. 
And onherſelfe ſhe would be thus reuengd Stab herſeſſe. 


King. V Vell ſaidolde Marſhal, this was brauely done. 
Hzero, But Bel mperia plaies Per ſada well. | 
Vice, were this in earneſt gel mperia, 
You would be better to my Sonne then ſo. 
King. But now hat followes for Hieronamo? 
Hiero, Marrie this followes for Hirromimo. 
Heere breake we oft our ſundrie languages, 
And thus conclude I in our vulgare tung. 
Happely you think, but bootles are your thoughts, 
That this is fabulouſly counterfeit, 
And that we dooas all Tragedians doo. 
To die to day, for (faſhioning our ſcene) 
The deathof Aiax,or ſome E 
Andina minute ſtarting vpagaine, 
Reuiue to pleaſe to morrowes audience. 
No Princes, know Iam Hieronimo, 
The hopeles Father ofa haples Sonne, 
Whoſe tung is tunꝰ d to tell his lateſt tale, 
Not to excuſe groſſe errors in the play, 
I ſee your lookes vrge inſtance of xy words, 
Beholde the reaſon vrging me to this, 
Shewes his dead ſonne. 
See heere my ſhew, look on this ſpectacle: 
Heere lay my hope, and heere my hope hath end: 
Heere lay my hart, and heere my hart was ſlaine: 
Heere lay my treaſure, heere my treaſureloſt: 
Heere lay my bliſſe, and heere my bliſſe bereft, 
But hope, hart, treaſure, io and bliſſe: 
All fled, faild, died, yea all decaide with this, 


From 


egen 
el be «+ breath that gaue me life, 


They mut dred me that made theſe fatall marke: 
The cauſe was loue, whence grew this mortall hate. 
The hate, Leremoandyong Balthatar: 

The loue, my ſonne to Bel mperia. 

But night the coueter of accutſed crimes, 

With pitchie ſilence huſhe theſe traitors harmes, 
And lent them leaue, for they had ſortedicaſure, 
To take aduantage in my Garden plot, 
Vpon my Sonne, my deere Horatio: 
There mercileſſe they butcherd vp my boy, 

In black darke night, to pale dim cruell death. 
Heſhrikes, I heard, and yet me thiaks J heare, 

His diſmall out- cry eccho in the aire: 

With ſooneſt ſpeed I haſted to the noiſe, 

Where hanging ona tree, I found my ſonne. 
Through girt with wounds, and ſlaughtred as you ſee, 
And greeued ] (think you) at this ſpectacle? 

Speak Portaguiſe, whoſe loſſe reſembles mine, 

It chou canſt weep vpon thy Balthazar, 

Tis like I wailde for my Horatio. 

And youmy L. whoſe reconciled ſonne, 

Marchtin a net and thought him ſelfe vnſeene, 
And rated me for brainſcke lunacie, 

With God amend that mad H eronimo, 

How can you brook our plaics cataſtrophe? 

And heere beholde this bloudic hand-kercher, 
Which at Horatios death I weeping dipt, 

Within the riuer ofhis bleeding wounds. 

It as propitious, ſee L haucreſcrucd, 

And neuer hath it left my bloody hart, 

Soliciting remembranceof my vow. 

With thele, O theſeaccurſed murderers, 

Which now pertorm'd, my hart is ſatisfied. 

And to this end the Baſhaw I became, 

That might teuenge me on Lorenx vn lite, 

Who therefore was appointed to the part, 
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The Speniſhrragetle 
b. 2 night of | 
That I might kill him more | eam 
50 Vice-roy was this Balthac thy Sore,” .. 
hat 22 Bol-imperia,  ' 
nof 


| uu — — : a 
SO!) e inte t tra ' epa » | 
at 2 — her. 
Poore Bel- imperia hiſt her part in this, 
or though the ſtory faith the ſhould haue died, 
et I of kindenes, and of cate to her, 
Did otherwiſe determine of her end. 
Zut loue of him whom they did hate too much, 
Did vrge her reſolution to be ſuch. 
und Princes now beholde Hieronime, 
uthor and actor in this Tragedie: 
earing his lateſt fortune in his fiſt: 
1d will as reſolute conelude his parte, 
As any ofthe Actors gone before. 
And Sande I end my play. 
rge no more words, I haue no more to ſay. 
He runs to hang himſelfe. 
King. O hearken Vice-roy, holde F lieremmo, 
Brother, my Nephe w. and thy Sonne areſlaine. 
Vice, We are betraide, my Balthazar is ſlaine, 
reake ope the doores, runne ſaue Hieronimo. 
leromimo, doe but enforme the King of theſe euenta, 
Ypon mine honour thou ſhalt haue no harme. 

Hiero, Vice · roy, Iwill not truſt thee with my life, 
Which Lthis day haue offered to my Sonne: (to die: 
Accurſed wretch, why ſtaieſt thou him that was reſolued 

King, en „ murderer ſpeak, 
For now I haue thee I will make thee me 
Why haſt thou done this vndeſeruing deed? 

Vico. Why haſt thou murderedmy Balthazar? ' 

Caſ. Why haſt thou butchered both my children thus; 

Hiero. O good wot ds, as deareto me waymy Horatio, 
As yours, or yours, or yours mv L. to you * 


| 


Tie Sub Trgedie. 
My guiltles Sonne was by Lerenxo ſlaine, 
y Lorenzo and that Balthazar, 
Am lat laſtreuengedthorowly. 
Vpon whoſe ſoules may heauens beyetauenged, 
With greater far then theſeafflictions. 
Caf. = der were thy — in this? 
Vice. t was t ter Belmperia. 
For by her hand my 2 was ſlaine 
Iſaw 5 ſtab him. 

King. Why ſpeakeſt thou not? 

Hiero. What leſſer libertie can Kings affoord 
Then harmeles ſilence? then affoord it me: 
Sufficeth I may not, nor I will nottell thee. 

Ang. Fetch forth the tortures. 

Traitor as thou art, ile make thee tell. Conne, 

Hiero. Indeed thou maieſt torment me as his wretched 

Hath done in murdring my Horatio. 
But neuer ſhalt thou force me to reueale, 
The thing which I haue vowd inniolate - 
And therefore in deſpight ofall thy threats, 
Pleaſde with their deaths, and eaſde with their reuenge: 
Firſttake my tung, and afterwards my hart. | 
| Ring. O monſtrous reſolution ofa wretch, 
See Vice · roy, hee hath bitten foorth histung, 
| Rather then to reueale what we requirde. 
Ci Let can he write. 
| Ming. And if in this he ſatisfie vs nor, 
i We will deniſe the*xtreameſt kinde of death, 
| That euer was inuented for awretch. 


| 


| Then he makes ſigues fora knife to mend his pen. 

| | Caſ.O he would haue a knife to mend his Pen. 

| Vice. Heere, andaduiſe thee that thou write the troth, | 
Looke to my brother, ſaue Hieronimo. 4 


He with a knife ſtabsthe Duke and himſelfe. 
King, What age hath euer heard ſuch monſtrous deeds 
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| Ply bother en 

Thar Spaine expected after my 

Gobexrehis body hence that we may mourne, bt 

Ihe loſſe ofour beloued brothers death. 1 

That he may be entom'd what ers befall, v7 

I lam the next. the neereſt, laſtofall. f 

Vice. And thou Den Pedro do the like for vs, i 

Tae wp our „ 1 
det me with him, and he with wofull me, 

Vpon the maine maſt ofa ſhip vnmand, * 

And let the winde and tide hall me along, : 

To Sillu barking and N 

Ir to the lothſome poole of 

To weepe my want for my ſweet Baltbatay, 

paine hath no refuge for a Portingale. 


T be Trumpet: ſound a dead march, the King of Spa ne mou 
ning after his brothers body, and the King of Por tingale bee 
ring the body of his Somme. e ; 


Enter G boaſt and Reuenge. 


hoaſt. 

I. now my ho ban, un intbeir elde 
When blood and ſorrow finniſh my deſires: 
Horatio murdered in his Fathers bower, 
Vilde Serberine by Pedringano ſlaine, 

Falſe Pedringano hangd by quaint deuice, 
Faire Iſabella by her ſelfe miſdone, 

Prince Balthazar by Bel-imperia ſtabd, 
The Duke of Caſtileand his wicked Sonne, 
Both done to death by olde Hicronimo. 
My Bel-imperiafalne as Dido fell, | 
And good Hieronimeſlaine by himſelfe: 
theſe were ſpectacles to pleaſe my ſoule. 
Now will I beg at louely — 
That by the vertue of her 3 doome, 
# may conſort my freends in pleaſing ſort, 


L | And 


Adding ſweet pleaſure to dies. 

But ſay Reuemge, for thou muſt heſpe ot none, 

Againſt thereſt hay ſhall my hate be ſhowne? 
e 


This hand ſhall hate them down to eſthell, 
3 well. 


Then ſweet Reuenge io sat my requeſt, 
Let me be iudge eee vnreſt. 
Let looſe poore I ituu from the vultures gripe, 
And let Don Ciprian ſupply his roome, - 

Place Don Lorenzo on [x:10ns wheele, 

And let the louers endles paines ſurceaſe: 

Inno forgets olde wrathand graunts him caſe, 

Hang Balt har about Chineras nec, \ | 
Andlet him there bewaile his bloudy loue, 

Repining at our ioyes that are aboue, 

Let Serberine goe roule the fatall ſtone, 


And take from Sigiphus his endles mone. 
Falſe Pedringaco for his trecherie, 
eAcherer, 


mes, 


| Lethim be dragdethrough boyli 

| And there live dying füll inen les 
1 Blaſpheming Gods andall their holy names, 
Reuenge. 


, Then haſte we downe to meet thy freends and foes, 
1 To place thy freends in eaſe, the teſt in woes. 
1 For heere, though death hath end their miſerie, 

le there begin their endles Tragedigen....... Ext, 
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